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Introduction 


THE STORY OF THE EMDEN 

BY J. G. LOCKHART 

The fame of the Emden will endure when many 
greater and more imposing ships are on the 
scrap-heap, their companies scattered, and 
their stories forgotten. Even in the palmy days 
of privateering there was little to surpass her 
record. For three months she ranged the seas, 
hunted with untiring zest by the cruisers of 
three great naval Powers, the hand of almost 
every man against her. In that period she 
captured some twenty merchantmen ; de- 
stroyed cargoes to the value of many million 
pounds ; sank a Russian cruiser and a French 
destroyer ; spread panic throughout the popu- 
lation of India ; suspended sailings, dis- 
organised convoys and sent up insurance rates 
in those most critical early weeks of the war. 
Having achieved all this with a minimum loss 
of life to non-combatants, she finally went 
down gloriously, before an adversary of far 
greater strength. 
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The Emden was a German light cruiser of 
8,598 tons, with a speed on trial of twenty-four 
knots and an armament of ten 4.1-inch guns. 
At the end of July 1914 she was l 3 dng in 
Tsingtau, Germany’s naval base in the Far 
East. The political situation was critical, and 
when, on July 29th, news arrived that Austria- 
Hungary had declared war on Serbia, it was 
plain that a world conflict was unavoidable. 
It fell, therefore, to the commander of the 
Emden, Captain von Muller, as senior naval 
officer at Tsingtau, to make immediate disposi- 
tions for a naval war in Chinese waters. On the 
31st he slipped out of the port on a preliminary 
cruise, shaping a course first south and then 
east for Quelpart ; and, on the news of the 
outbreak of war between Germany and Russia, 
steaming north to cut the Nagasaki- Vladi- 
vostok line. While so engaged, the Emden 
found her first victim, the Russian passenger 
steamer Rjasan. A prize crew was put aboard 
with some difficulty, as a heavy sea was running, 
and the Emden, followed by her captive, slipped 
back into Tsingtau. Here, however, she found 
that there was no time to be lost. Great 
Britain was already in the war ; Japan was 
expected shortly to follow suit ; and the first 
and inevitable action of the combined naval 
forces would be the bottling of Germany’s base. 
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Inside, the Emden would be utterly useless, a 
predestined victim ; outside, there were all 
sorts of possibihties, of which the most obvious 
was that she should seek out and join the 
German South Pacific Squadron. So, after 
coaling as quickly as possible, and bringing the 
ship’s company up to war strength, von Muller 
slipped out of Tsingtau again, accompanied by 
the auxiliary cruisers Prince Eitel Friedrich and 
Markomannia, with the intention of keeping 
rendezvous with Admiral von Spec, command- 
ing the South Pacific Squadron, at Pagan 
Island. 

The Emden flitted not a day too soon. Vice- 
Admiral Jerram, the British naval commander- 
in-chief on the China station, was fully alive 
to the necessity of dealing with the hornets’ 
nest at Tsingtau, and between his squadron and 
that of Captain Fitzmaurice, converging on the 
German base, the three ships narrowly escaped 
capture. 

On August 12th they reached Pagan Island, 
where they found the South Pacific Squadron 
waiting for them. A council of war was then 
held in the Scharnhorst, von Spee’s flagship, at 
which various plans of action were discussed. 
Von Spee, conscious that he would be heavily 
overmatched in Chinese waters, was anxious to 
transfer his squadron to the Pacific coast of 
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South America, a pc^cy which von MfiUer 
opposed as being likely to put the squadron 
out of action for some valuable weeks while it 
crossed the ocean. He himself was in favour of 
operations in East Asiatic, Australian and 
Indian waters, as being potentially the most 
disconcerting to the British; and, if coaling 
difficulties should be too great for this course 
to be followed by the entire squadron, he 
argued that at least a light cruiser should be 
sent into the Indian Ocean to prey on the 
Allied shipping. We may guess that there was 
no doubt in von Muller’s mind as to which 
light cruiser should be selected for the job. 

Von Spee accepted the suggestion. He 
decided to take his ships east to South America, 
while detaching the Emden to play the part of 
a conunerce-destroyer in Indian waters. 

That evening the assembled warships weighed 
anchor and, followed by a long train of supply 
vessels, steamed out of Pagan Bay, So far no 
one, except von Muller, knew the Admiral’s 
final decision, the general opinion being that 
the squadron (including the Emdm) was botmd 
for the coast of Chile, for a merry month or so 
among the shipping between American and 
Australian ports, and finally for a dash round 
the Horn and home to Germany, through the 
gauntlet of the British Navy. Great was the 
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surprise, therefore, when, at dght o’dodk the 
following morning, the flagship signalled, 

* Emden detached. Good luck.’ The Marko- 
mannia was ordered to follow her as a supply 
ship, and when von Spee turned east on a 
voyage that was to take him to his vict<Hy at 
Coronel and a fighting end off the Falklands, 
the Emden steamed S.S.W., towards the East 
Indian Archipelago and a privateering adven- 
ture imequalled since the days of Paul Jones. 

Let us examine the task which Captain von 
Muller was set. Through the Indian Ocean run 
some of the vital trade routes of the British 
Empire — ^those, that is, to India, Australia and 
China. A stream of shipping passes every day 
through the Suez Canal and down the Red Sea, 
to open out on to one of these three routes ; 
and communications, important even in time 
of peace, had become trebly important in the 
early days of the war, when crowded transports 
were sailing to and fix>m India and the first 
detachment of the Australian Expeditionary 
Force was preparing to leave. Yet these lines 
were as easy for an active enemy to cut as they 
were essential for us to preserve — provided that 
the enemy could obtain access to the Indian 
Ocean. This access, which sounds simple, was 
in itself a problem. The approaches from the 
west were pretty secure. No hostile ship, of 
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course, could pass through the Suez Canal, 
while the alternative route round the Cape of 
Good Hope was long and hazardous. The 
Eastern access was more feasible, if, when the 
crisis came, there were ships like the Emden 
available in Far Eastern waters ; yet even on 
the Eastern side there was an extensive 
danger-zone, covering most of the East Indian 
archipelago, with its labyrinth of islands, from 
any one of which the approach of an intruder 
might be observed and reported. If the 
Emden’s enterprise was to be fully successful, 
surprise was essential : she must break into 
those sheltered waters of the Indian Ocean like 
a fox into a well-stocked poultry yard, and, if 
possible, no one must see her enter. 

Assuming, however, that entry was effected, 
some further and even more formidable prob- 
lems remained. If the old privateers were at 
the mercy of the winds, the modern raider was 
quite as much at the mercy of his coal supply. 
Steaming, as the Emden must, incessantly, and 
frequently at high speed, her fuel consumption 
was bound to be enormous, while her career 
could not survive by a day the exhaustion of 
her supplies. An attempt was made to cope 
with this difficulty by the despatch south of a 
number of harmless-looking colliers, in various 
disguises, each of which was given a rendezvous 
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with the Emden at some scheduled spot on some 
particular date. Nevertheless, these appoint- 
ments were likely to be (and proved to be) 
precarious from the detention or delay of one 
of the parties, and von Muller was rel 5 dng for 
his coal as much on a lucky capture or two as 
on his scattered colliers. As we shall see, his 
trust was justified. There remained the matter 
of provisions and fresh water, which he could 
only obtain with safety from his colliers or his 
prizes, and the danger of betrayal by wireless, 
as soon as his presence became known. The 
wireless, incidentally, was to prove a two- 
edged weapon to his enemies ; for, while they 
were enabled to advise each other of his where- 
abouts, and warn steamers in the neighbour- 
hood, they were continually supplying him 
with valuable information. On at least one 
occasion, when pursuing craft were close upon 
the Emden, wireless conversations told her in 
time of their proximity, and so enabled her to 
escape. As against this, it was the wireless 
station at Direction Island which at last 
brought the avenger down upon her. 

Such troubles, however, were for the future. 
The Emden' s first task was to reach the Indian 
Ocean, if possible undetected. At twilight 
upon the evening of August 23rd she was in the 
Straits of Molucca, which was the beginning of 
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the danger-zone, for she might well be sighted 
from the land or by passing ships. She 
steamed through the straits rapidly, with all 
her, lights out, making towards the east point 
of the island of Timor, where she had a coaling 
rendezvous. The collier failing to put in an 
appearance, it was necessary for her to take 
coal from her consort, the Markomannia. 
She next shaped for the island of Tanah 
Jampeia to meet another collier ; but, instead 
of a friend, she found a neutral in the Dutch 
battleship Van Tromp, who warned her off 
territorial waters as soon as her twenty-four 
hour’s grace had expired. This encounter 
was awkward, as the tongues of neutrals 
had a habit of wagging in a most un-neutral 
way ; and, as soon as the Dutchman dis- 
appeared, a fourth funnel was rigged up, so 
that in the distance the Emden's identity 
might be hidden ; indeed, in her new guise 
she might have been mistaken for the British 
cruiser Yarmouth. 

She now proceeded on her voyage, spending 
the last days of August and the early days of 
September threading her way through the 
labyrinthine islands of the Malay Archipelago, 
On September 3rd she had her first narrow 
escape from detection, for while she was 
coaling from the Markomannia on one side 
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of the island of Simalur, the Hampshire was 
patrolling the other. Once more the vigilant 
Dutch discovered the German and warned her 
off, and this time she set a course north-east 
and steamed straight into the Bay of Bengal. 
She was at last on her appointed hunting- 
ground. 

She made her first beat and found her first 
victim on the Calcutta-Colombo line. It was at 
night on September 8th when the lights of a 
steamer were sighted. The Emden overhauled 
her, brought her to with a couple of rounds of 
blank and sent a prize crew aboard. Dis- 
appointment followed. The stranger was the 
Greek steamer Pontoporos — Greece, of course, 
being then neutral. But the first bad news 
was soon capped with something better. The 
Pontoporos was carrying 6,500 tons of coal for 
the British Government — a cargo which was 
plainly contraband, besides being treasure- 
trove for a raiding cruiser. The Pontoporos 
was accordingly ordered to fall in behind the 
Marhomannia. 

With the taking of the Greek the Emden’s 
great game was fairly begun. During the next 
few days ship after ship steamed into de- 
struction. There was the Indus, from which 
much-needed stores were obtained ; the Lovat, 
an empty troopship ; the Kabinga, loaded with 
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piece goods ; the Killin, carrying 6,000 tons 
of indifferent Indian coal, and the Diplomat^ 
a big tea ship. The procedure followed was 
brisk and businesslike. A party was sent 
aboard ; the crew of the prize were given a 
little time to collect their most cherished 
possessions ; any cargo that was likely to be 
of value was removed to the Emden, and 
finally the ship was abandoned, with sea-cocks 
open, to be speeded on her plunge to the 
bottom by a few shells. Out of these first 
victims, the Kabinga was spared for a while to 
serve as a dump for the captured crews, while 
the Pontoporos and the Killin were attached 
to the Markomannia for the sake of the coal 
they carried. 

The Emden was now to meet with her first 
check in the merry game which she was playing. 
So far, her prizes had either not been equipped 
with wireless or had had it jammed by the 
German ; in fact, the first hint that all was 
not well with the trade routes would only have 
reached the authorities when steamer after 
steamer failed to reach port. On the same 
day, however, that the Diplomat was taken, 
another smoke cloud was sighted. On in- 
vestigation, the newcomer was found to be 
the Loredano, an Italian bound for Calcutta. 
Now Italy was a quondam ally, a technical 



Introduction 11 

neutral and a future foe. Her ships could not 
be sunk ; neither could they be trusted. The 
Loredano, therefore, presented an awkward 
problem. Her captain was sworn to secrecy 
and released. He took his ship on, meeting 
very shortly the City of Rangoon, a big new 
steamer with a rich cargo. He passed her the 
news that the Emden was lying in wait 
below the skyline, and she, being equipped 
with wireless, at once gave the alarm. 

The Emden’s first period of easy captures 
and comparative safety was ended. Every 
ship with a Marconi installation and within 
broadcasting distance picked up the message 
and scurried for port ; in every harbour of 
India and Ceylon the sailings were held up, 
and three allied cruisers, the Hampshire, the 
Chikuma and the Yarmouth, were hurried west 
to round up the intruder. 

Captain von Muller, suspecting that the 
Loredano could not be trusted to keep a secret, 
now changed his beat to the Madras- Calcutta 
line. Here the Emden picked up and sank the 
Trabbock, an empty collier ; and, as the need 
for secrecy was no longer urgent and the 
Kabinga was becoming uncomfortably full of 
captured crews, the dump ship was released to 
make her way into the nearest harbour. The 
next prize, taken after a chase, was the Clan 

Ba 
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Matheson, carrying a mixed cargo that included 
a racehorse. Ship, cargo and racehorse were 
quickly sent to the bottom. 

The air was now humming with wireless 
warnings. After coaling in False Bay from 
the Pontoporos, the Emden boldly crossed the 
Bay of Bengal and lay off the port of Rangoon. 
The Indian coal which she had taken from the 
Pontoporos was giving her trouble, fouling the 
boilers and boiler-tubes, and discharging quan- 
tities of betraying black smoke ; and her 
solitary encounter in those waters was with 
a neutral Norwegian, who was obliging enough 
to take over the crew of the Clan Matheson. 
From information given by the Norwegian 
captain about the defences of Penang, von 
Muller now conceived the idea, which he subse- 
quently executed, of a raid on that harbour. 

The Emden coaled again, this time from the 
Markomannia, and, the coast of Burma having 
proved an unprofitable hunting-ground, turned 
east once more. Her next enterprise was a 
daring onslaught on Madras, her object being 
to shake the morale of the inhabitants and to 
destroy the big oil-tanks at the south end of 
the harbour. The raid, which was timed for 
the night of September 22nd, was a brilliant 
success. The city, its long front blazing with 
lights, was taken completely by surprise, two 
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tanks were destroyed and there was a wild 
panic among the natives, large numbers of 
whom fled next day into the interior. 

The Emden then approached the coast of 
Ceylon, just missing an encounter with the 
Hampshire on the way. The luck was running 
strongly in her favoim, for, although the 
pursuit was hot after her, she now picked up 
some of her fattest prizes. There was the 
King Lud, whose captain so far forgot his 
manners as to address his captors as ‘ Damned 
Germans ! ’ The Gryfevale followed, and then 
von Muller got his biggest catch in the Buresk, 
overhauled at dead of night and with all her 
lights burning, and carrying 6,600 tons of 
Welsh coal for the British Admiralty, a most 
welcome titbit for the Emden's voracious 
bunkers. There was no question of sinking 
the Buresk, and as, on occasion, she could 
steam twelve knots, she was not much of a 
drag. After the Ribera and Foyle had been 
sighted, taken and sunk, the captured crews 
were abandoned in the Gryfevale, and the 
Emden made for the Maidive Islands to coal. 
Having emptied the Markomannia, she sent 
her off to obtain fresh supplies from the 
Pontoporos, after which she had orders to make 
for a rendezvous in the Dutch Indies. 

Von Muller now turned his attention to the 
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steamship route from Australia to Suez, in the 
hope of cutting out a transport or two. By 
this time, as the wireless was beginning to tell 
him, he and his ship were the bogey-men of the 
East. The sailings from India were com- 
pletely disorganised and the ports were blocked 
with waiting troops ; while the fame and 
terror of the Emden had penetrated far into the 
interior. Down in Australia, where the first 
contingent of the Expeditionary Force was 
being detained, there was beginning to be 
sharp critieism of the British Navy, local 
opinion not altogether realising the diffieulty 
of rounding up a small cruiser in the great 
spaces of the Indian Ocean. 

Back in Great Britain, annoyance at von 
Muller’s success was tempered by appreciation 
for his sportsmanship, for his gallant struggle 
against heavy odds and an inevitable end, and, 
above all, for the humanity with which, at 
some risk, he had safeguarded the lives of the 
captured crews. He was indeed a remarkable 
man and a fine sailor, idolised by the men who 
sailed with him. Prince Franz Josef of 
Hohenzollern describes him as ‘ a good coun- 
sellor and a faithful comrade.’ He must have 
been all that and more. He died in 1923 from 
inflammation of the lungs, leaving a name to 
inspire the future seamen of Germany. 
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The Emden had no luck in her try for a troop- 
ship. Not one was to be seen. While she 
cruised slowly about, some much-needed work 
was done to her. The condensers were cleaned, 
their tubes scraped, and a lot of painting and 
minor repairs carried out all over the ship, 
which had become as rusty and battered as the 
shabbiest of tramps. 

Keeping close to the steamer route, the 
Emden drew near to the Chagos Archipelago, 
finally putting in, with consummate audacity, 
at the tiny British island of Diego Garcia, in 
the heart of the Indian Ocean. This island 
was only visited once in three months by a 
sailing ship, which was due in a few days’ time ; 
and the inhabitants, mostly employees of an 
oil company, having been cut off from contact 
with the civilised world since the beginning of 
July, had not yet heard of the war. They gave 
the Emden a hospitable reception, and in turn 
some of the officials were entertained in the 
wardroom. Although quite unsuspicious of the 
truth, they were a little inquisitive to know 
what a German cruiser was doing in so remote 
a spot. Being credulous folk, however, they 
were satisfied when told that she was taking 
part with the combined fleets of Britain and 
France in some world manoeuvres. It was not 
so easy to gratify the craving of the inhabitants 
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for news, since what little information had 
reached the Emden during the past two months, 
by wireless or from captured newspapers, was 
almost exclusively concerned with the war ; 
the only sensational item that could be recalled 
and safely passed on being the death of His 
Holiness Pope Pius X. 

This hospitable interlude was most useful to 
the Emden. From the length of time she had 
been at sea, her bottom and sides had become 
very foul, and she had consequently lost some 
valuable knots off her speed. She was now 
canted so as to bring her stern a little out of 
the water, and so far as was possible her hull 
was scraped clean of barnacles and given a 
coating of oil-paint. She also filled her bunkers 
with 1,000 tons of Welsh coal from the Buresk, 
and exchanged some of her pirated stores for 
the fresh fruit and fish of the islanders. On 
October 10th she left for the north, passing at 
a distance of 300 miles a pursuing cruiser which, 
after just missing her at the Maldives, had come 
to Diego Garcia in the hope of picking up news 
of her. To the best of my belief, no record has 
appeared of the first conversation between the 
cruiser’s captain and the too-hospitable in- 
habitants of the island. 

Von Muller was now anxious to carry out his 
plan against Penang, but on the way he 
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intercepted a wireless message reporting that the 
line from Aden to Colombo was again safe for 
shipping. He at once changed his course in order 
to make it a little less safe. On October 1 5th the 
Emden picked up the Clan Grant, loaded with 
piece goods, which included a large and welcome 
supply of cigarettes, and on the following day 
she took and sank the deep-sea dredger Pon- 
rabbel, on her way out from England to Tas- 
mania. Her next victim was the Ben Mohr, 
with piece goods for China and Japan, and on 
the 18th she stopped the Blue Funnel liner 
Troilus, with a million-pound cargo. The tale 
of captures was becoming as monotonous as in 
those first days. The St. Egbert, with sugar, 
was sunk, and the Exford, with 4,562 tons of 
Welsh coal, was commandeered for future use, 
the Chilkana was looted of stores and sent to 
the bottom. Resuming her internipted voyage, 
the Emden coaled in the Nicobar Islands in 
preparation for her most daring exploit, the 
attack on Penang. 

She carried this out at dawn on October 28th, 
entering the channel at the mouth of the har- 
bour as soon as the moon was down. Inside 
the harbour, which was guarded by a picket- 
boat, lay a Russian light cruiser, the Zhemchug, 
and two French destroyers ; a third destroyer 
being outside on patrol. The Emden, her 
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dummy funnel up, so that in the uncertain 
light she was mistaken by the picket-boat for a 
British cruiser, steamed rapidly into the har- 
bour and torpedoed the Zhemchug. The dazed 
Russians scrambled up on deck, to be met by a 
hurricane of shellfire and a second torpedo that 
reached the magazine. The cruiser burst into 
flames and sank, and the Emden was about to 
deal with one of the French destroyers, which 
had opened fire on her, when a newcomer 
appeared at the entrance to the harbour. Be- 
lieving her to be a warship, von Muller turned 
and made at full speed towards her, only to 
discover that she was an unarmed launch. To 
return would have been too risky, so the Emden 
continued on her course, contenting herself 
with the despatch of the Russian cruiser. On 
the way out she stopped an incoming steamer, 
the Glenturret, and was about to sink her when 
a warship was reported to starboard. The prize 
crew were ordered back at once. This time 
there was no mistake. The warship was the 
French destroyer Mousquet, which made a gal- 
lant dash for the Emden, received a damaging 
salvo, turned, fired a torpedo which passed 
well astern of its mark, and went down with 
flag flying, pounded almost to pieces by the 
German guns. Although delay was dangerous, 
von Muller got away boats and picked up many 
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of the Frenchmen, some of whom were terribly 
wounded. 

Hardly was the Emden under way again, 
when the Mousquet’s sister ship, the Fronde, 
appeared at the entrance to the harbour of 
Pulo-Penang. She had been lying at anchor 
when the Emden made her attack, and had now 
come out in pursuit. It had to be a very dis- 
creet pursuit, if she was not to join the Mous- 
quet, and throughout the day she followed at a 
respectful distance, just out of range of the 
Emden^s guns, her wireless, which was shrieking 
her news to the world, being systematically 
jammed by that of the Germans. The Emden 
meanwhile steamed a false course, W.N.W., till 
a strong squall came down and blotted her 
from the Fronde's view. She then turned 
north, and, when the squall passed, her small 
pursuer had vanished. 

While the allied cruisers were hurrying — ^too 
late — ^towards Penang, the Emden made for the 
Penang-Rangoon line, where, early in the 
morning of October 30th, she picked up the 
steamer Newburn. Instead of sinking her, 
with commendable humanity she handed over 
to her the surviving Frenchmen from the 
Mousquet, on parole to take no further part in 
the war. 

On the following day she kept a rendezvous 



20 The ‘ Ayesha ’ 

with the Bureak, whom she relieved of 500 
more tons of Welsh coal ; after which she had 
a blank week of cruising before falling in with 
the Exford, also by previous appointment. 
The Exford was detached for a further appoint- 
ment in the western waters of the Indian 
Ocean, while the Buresk was taken on. 

Von Muller now approached his last enter- 
prise, the destruction of the wireless and cable 
stations on Direction Island, in Cocos Keeling. 
Early on the morning of November 9th, having 
sent off her collier to lie at a distance, the 
Emden appeared in the offing, and a landing 
party consisting of Lieutenant von Miicke, two 
officers, six petty officers, and forty men, was 
at once put ashore. 

The Germans were quick at the business, 
but not quite quick enough. The operators 
on Direction Island first picked up a wireless 
message from the Emden to the Buresk and 
enquired what ship had sent it. The only 
answer they got was the sight of a cruiser of 
suspicious aspect standing in to the shore, 
followed almost at once by the appearance 
of a steam pinnace and two cutters filled with 
armed men. Very little time was given, but 
it was enough for the message, ‘ S.O.S. Strange 
ship in harbour,’ and, a moment later, the 
further message, ‘ S.O.S. Emden here,’ to be 
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sent out from the island and to be picked up 
by the first Australian convoy, which happened 
to be passing the island at a distance of only 
fifty-five miles. Captain Silver, who was in 
command, at once detached H.M.S. Sydney, 
under Captain Glossop, to answer the call. So, 
while von Miicke’s party was blowing up the 
wireless mast, smashing the instruments and 
cutting the cables, retribution, in the form 
of a British cruiser of 5,400 tons, with a speed 
of 25.7 knots and an armament of eight 6-inch 
guns, was tearing south to Direction Island. 
With such an adversary the Emden could hope 
neither to win in a fight nor to escape in a chase. 

While the landing party was at work ashore, 
von Muller took the opportunity of wirelessing 
the Buresk to come alongside and coal. It 
followed that a smoke-cloud, which presently 
appeared to northward, was assumed to be 
the approaching collier, an assumption which 
seemed to be confirmed when, a few minutes 
later, a funnel and a pair of masts were 
erroneously reported to be emerging from the 
smoke. The newcomer, however, was not the 
Buresk ; she was the Sydney. The island’s 
wireless message had been picked up just 
before seven, and it was now twenty minutes 
past nine. Captain Glossop had lost no time 
in covering his distance. 
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When the truth dawned on the Germans, 
the Emden was at once cleared for action. 
The landing party had already exceeded its 
allotted time and been signalled to make 
haste ; but, with the Sydney coming up like 
a tropical thunderstorm, it was impossible to 
wait for them. The Emden blew her siren and 
signalled that she was weighing anchor ; then 
she steamed towards her enemy. 

It was nine-thirty, the morning was calm 
and clear, and at the outset von Muller was 
confident of the issue of the fight. He was 
ignorant of his opponent’s identity, of her 
speed and gun capacity, believing her to be 
the light cruiser Newcastle, with whom the 
Emden would have been evenly matched. 
Moreover, he trusted in his lucky star, and 
when, with her third salvo, the Emden scored 
a hit which put the Sydney's range-finder out 
of action and temporarily disorganised her 
shooting, he thought that all was going well. 

The two ships were now racing in parallel 
lines between Direction Island and North 
Keeling. Very soon the British guns found 
their target, and, once found, they kept it. 
After that first lucky hit the Emden never had 
another chance. The Sydney could lengthen 
the range at will, could pound her from a 
distance or close in and rake her with lyddite. 
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In a few minutes she had smothered the 
German with fire. In rapid succession the 
Emden lost her wireless cabin, her electric 
transmitters, her steering-gear and one of her 
funnels. Many of her guns and their crews 
were out of action, and her ammunition supply 
began to slacken. Yet she gallantly maintained 
the fight, twisting and dodging and doubling 
on her tracks ; attempting, again and again, 
to draw near enough to the Sydney to fire a 
torpedo, but thwarted each time by the 
Sydney's superior speed and by the ability 
with which Captain Glossop manoeuvred her. 

After forty minutes of punishment the Emden 
was badly holed, she had lost her remaining 
funnels, her decks were a mass of wreckage, she 
was blazing fore and aft and was smothered in 
smoke. Von Muller, finding that his ship was 
sinking under him, now tried to beach her on 
North Keeling. The Sydney dashed in, but 
was just too late to cut her off, and the Emden, 
her hull shattered and her decks a shambles, 
but her flag still flying, ran hard aground on a 
reef. 

The Sydney left her safely stranded and 
steamed away to round up the Buresk, which 
had made off in a northerly direction as soon as 
the fight started. On being overhauled, the 
collier at once surrendered, but the Germans in 
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her opened her sea-cocks and scuttled her 
before a prize crew could reach her. This 
second chase took a little time, so that it was 
four o’clock in the afternoon before the 
Sydney coiild get back to North Keeling to 
deal with the survivors of the engagement. To 
her surprise, she found the Emden, helpless 
wreck though she appeared to be, still flying 
the German colours. Since she made no 
answer to repeated demands for her sirrrender, 
Captain Glossop reluctantly re-opened Are. 
After two salvoes the German ensign came 
down, and the white flag was hauled up in its 
place. The Germans have complained bitterly 
of this second onslaught on a stricken and 
stranded ship, but the fault was really with the 
heroic obstinacy of von Muller. The extent of 
the damage to the Emden could not be properly 
assessed from the Sydney's decks, and so long 
as the German flag was flying, the Emden' s crew, 
were entitled to make what retaliation they 
could. 

There remained von Miicke and his party on 
Direction Island. Having forced the Emden's 
surrender and made prisoners of her survivors, 
Captain Glossop brought the Sydney back to 
deal with the Germans still at large. On the 
way, however, he had to stop to pick up a 
number of men who had been blown out of the 
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Emden during the engagement and had since 
been keeping themselves afloat on bits of 
wreckage. The delay was inevitable and credit- 
able, but unfortunate for his purpose. When 
Direction Island was at last reached darkness 
had fallen, and there was not a sign of the 
landing party. 

I must leave von Mucke himself to tell the 
story of the escape of his famous squad. His 
book. The Ayesha, was translated into English 
and published in the United States during the 
war. Not until now has it appeared in this 
country — to our own loss, for the tale is in its 
way a small epic. Consider the achievement of 
these Germans. They were, in a sense, mar- 
ooned. They were east upon a remote and 
unfriendly island with nothing save the clothes 
they wore and the weapons they carried. Their 
ship had been sunk, their comrades slain or 
captured, and in a few short hours their 
enemies must arrive to hunt them down. Be- 
tween them and their home lay thousands of 
miles of ocean, across which they must run the 
gauntlet of the greatest naval power in the 
world, and of land, hostile or inhospitable and 
to them almost unknown. In a single after- 
noon they must find themselves a ship, water, 
provisions, equipment, and, embarking, must 
make such speed that the morning should see 
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them out of sight of land. Can it be contested 
that men with hearts less stout and wills less 
resolute would have abandoned hope of escape 
and awaited the arrival of the Sydney ? Von 
Miicke chose otherwise. 

He tells the tale of his odyssey graphically 
and, on the whole, fairly. He had the reputa- 
tion of a martinet, and his men, in conversation 
with the telegraphists of Cocos Keeling, de- 
scribed him as ‘ a bloody Prussian.’ Mr. Far- 
rant, however, who was Superintendent on the 
island, vouches that his conduct was that of a 
gentleman, less brusque and more conciliatory 
than he allows it to appear. It is true that 
von Mucke does a little less than justice to the 
staff of the Telegraph Company on Direction 
Island. Their sense of humour and his were 
not well matched, so that he mistook some of 
their pleasantries for serious suggestions. After 
they had sent out their warning message they 
could do little either to help their own country- 
men or to hinder the Germans. They accepted 
the destruction of their plant with philosophy, 
and the visit of the landing party, in other 
respects, as a humorous interlude in a dull life. 
When the Sydney appeared they tactfully con- 
cealed their exuberance, and, when von Miicke 
and his men prepared to decamp in Mr. Ross’s 
schooner, they took a sporting interest in what 
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must have seemed to them, as it would have 
seemed to anybody, a most impracticable 
enterprise. By the courtesy of the editor of the 
Zodiac, I am permitted to reprint in the form of 
an appendix extracts from a vivid and enter- 
taining account of the visit of the Emden which 
appeared in the February-March number of 
1915. It forms an interesting commentary 
upon von Miicke’s version of his stay in the 
island. I am also indebted to the editor of the 
Zodiac for some supplementary comments sent 
him by members of the staff of the Eastern 
Extension Telegraph Company, who were at 
Cocos Keeling during the raid of the Emden. 

It only remains for me to acknowledge the 
two principal sources which I have consulted 
for the foregoing narrative of the Emden’s 
privateering exploits. These are Volume I of 
Sir Julian Corbett’s Naval Operations and 
Prince Franz Josef of Hohenzollern’s book, 
Emden. 


Ca 



Chapter I 


KEELING ISLAND 

‘ I REPORT for duty the landing squad from 
the ship — ^three officers, six petty officers, and 
forty men strong.’ 

It was on the ninth of November 1914, at 
six o’clock in the morning, that I reported for 
duty to the commanding officer of his Majesty’s 
ship Emden, Captain von Muller, at the gang- 
way of the ship. The Emden was lying at 
anchor in Port Refuge, a harbour formed by 
Keeling Reefs. Alongside were the two cutters 
in which the officers and men of the landing 
squad had already taken their places. The 
steam launch was ready to push off and tow 
them ashore. My orders were to destroy the 
wireless telegraph and cable station on 
Direction Island, which is the most northerly 
island of the Keeling group, and to bring back 
with me, so far as possible, all signal books, 
secret code books and the like. 

Three cables run from Direction Island, one 
line to Mauritius, another to Perth in Australia, 

and a third to Batavia. As this station was 

«8 
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the last purely British connection between 
Australia and the motherland — ^the other cables 
having been cut by some of the other ships 
of our cruising fleet — ^we had every reason to 
suppose that we should meet with vigorous 
military resistance. For this reason we were 
taking with us all of the four machine-guns 
that the Emden carried. Two were aboard 
the steam launch ; the others had been put 
on the cutters. The men were equipped with 
rifles, side-arms and pistols. The launch 
took the cutters in tow, and we were off for 
Direction Island. 

Even quite small boats must pick their way 
very carefully while within the waters of this 
atoll,* in order to avoid the numerous, 
constantly-changing coral reefs. The course 
that we were to take from the ship to the point 
at which we were to land covered a distance 
of about two miles. 

Direction Island is very flat, and is covered 
with a luxuriant growth of tall palms. Among 
their towering tops we could discern the roofs 
of the European houses and the high mast 
of the wireless station. This was our objective, 
and I gave orders to steer directly for it. 
Just below our landing place a small white 
sailing vessel was riding at anchor. 

1 Group of coral islands. 
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“ Shall we destroy that, too? ” enquired 
one of my lieutenants, pointing to the little 
schooner. 

“ Certainly,” was my answer. “ It has 
smled on its last voyage. Detail a man at 
once to be ready with the explosive cartridges.” 

With our machine-guns and firearms ready 
for action, we landed at a little dock on the 
beach, without meeting with resistance of any 
kind, and, falling into step, we promptly pro- 
ceeded to the wireless station. The destruc- 
tion of the little white sailing boat was deferred 
for the time being, as I wished first of all to 
find out how affairs on shore would develop. 

We quickly found the telegraph building 
and the wireless station, took possession of 
both of them, and so prevented any attempt 
to send messages. Then I got hold of one of the 
Englishmen who were crowding round us, and 
ordered him to summon the official in charge of 
the station, who soon made his appearance — a 
very agreeable and portly gentleman.* 

“ I have orders to. destroy the wireless and 
telegraph station, and I advise you to make 
no resistance. It will be to your own interest, 
moreover, to hand over the keys of the several 
houses at once, as that will relieve me of the 

^ Apparently Mr. D. A. G. de H. Farrant, the Eastern Extension 
Telegraph Company’s Superintendent at Cocos. — J. G. L. 
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necessity of forcing the doors. All firearms in 
your possession are to be delivered up immedi- 
ately.* All Europeans on the island are to 
assemble in the square in front of the telegraph 
building.” 

The official in charge seemed to accept the 
situation very calmly. He assured me that he 
had not the least intention of resisting, and 
then produced a huge bunch of keys from his 
pocket, pointed out the houses in which there 
was electric apparatus of which we had not yet 
taken possession, and finished with the 
remark : “ And now, please accept my con- 
gratulations.” 

“ Congratulations ! Well, what for ? ” I 
asked, with some surprise. 

“ The Iron Cross has been conferred on you. 
We learnt it from the Reuter telegram that 
we have just sent on.” 

We now set to work to tear down the wireless 
mast. The men in charge of the explosives 
quickly set them in place. The stays that sup- 
ported the mast were demolished first, and 
then the mast itself was brought down and 
chopped up for burning. In the telegraph 
rooms the Morse machines were still ticking 
busily. What the messages were we could not 
decipher, for they were all in secret code. But 

* A few 12-bore guns and two small and ancient pea-riflee. — J. G. L. 
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we chuckled with both amusement and satis- 
faction as we pictured to ourselves the aston- 
ishment of the senders, who were waiting in 
vain for a reply to their messages, for, from 
the vigorous action of the apparatus, we con- 
cluded that the information they asked for was 
eagerly awaited. But this, to our regret, it 
was not in our power to furnish. 

Our next duty was quite to the taste of my 
hearty lads in blue. A couple of heavy axes 
were soon found, and, in a few minutes, Morse 
apparatus, ink bottles, table legs, cable ends 
and the like were flying about the room. ‘ Do 
the work thoroughly ! ’ had been our orders. 
Every nook and corner was searched for re- 
serve apparatus and other like material, and 
everything that bore any semblance of useful- 
ness in a wireless station was soon destroyed. 
Unfortunately this fate was shared by a 
seismometer that had been set up on the island. 
In their zeal my men had mistaken it for a newly 
invented addition to the telegraph apparatus. 

To locate and cut the submarine cables was 
the most difficult part of our task. A chart, 
showing the directions in which the cables ex- 
tended, was not to be found in the station, but 
close to the shore we discovered a number of 
signboards bearing the inscription, ‘ Cables.’ 
This, therefore, must be the place where we 
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must search for the ends of the cable strands. 
To and fro the steam launch carried us over 
the cables, that were plainly to be seen in the 
clear water, as we tried to grasp them with a 
couple of drags and heavy dredging hooks 
which we drew along the bottom. It was no 
light task, for the cables were very heavy, and 
the only power at our command was a very 
limited amount of human strength. For a 
while, it seemed impossible to draw the cables 
to the surface ; in the end, after we had suc- 
ceeded in raising the bight of the cable a little, 
my men had to get into the water, dive and 
tie tackle to it, by the aid of which we con- 
tinued our labour. With great difficulty we at 
length succeeded in getting the cable strands 
into the boat. I did not want to use any of the 
dynamite cartridges for the work of destruction, 
as the Emden might have need of them for the 
sinking of more steamers. So we set to work 
upon the stout cables with crowbars, axes, 
cold chisels and other like implements. 
After long and weary labour, we succeeded in 
cutting through two of them, and we then 
dragged the ends out to sea, and dropped them 
there. The third cable was not to be found, in 
spite of a diligent search for it. 

A small house of corrugated iron, in which 
were stored quantities of reserve apparatus and 
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all sorts of duplicate parts, was blown up and 
set on fire with a couple of explosive cartridges. 
All newspapers, books, Morse tapes and the 
like we took away with us. 

Our landing squad was just about to re- 
embark when, from the Emden, came the signal 
‘ Hurry your work.’ I quickly summoned my 
men, abandoned my intention of blowing up the 
small white schooner as a matter of little 
importance, and was on the point of pushing 
off from shore, when it was reported to me : 
‘ The Emden has just sounded her siren.’ 
This was the command to return to the ship 
with the utmost despatch. As I was boarding 
the steam launch, I saw that the anchor flag of 
the Emden was flying at half-mast, which told 
us that she was weighing anchor. The reason 
for this great haste was a mystery to me, and, 
for the present, was no concern of mine. All 
my efforts were concentrated upon getting back 
to the ship as speedily as possible. With fiiil 
steam on we raced toward the Emden, taking 
the shortest course between the reefs. 

Meanwhile, the Emden had turned seaward, 
and was running at high speed out of the har- 
bour. My first thought was that she was going 
to meet our tender, the Buresk, that had been 
ordered here with coal, and which, I supposed, 
she was going to pilot through the reefs. In 
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this belief I continued to follow the Emden as 
fast as I could, but was surprised to find her 
going at a speed of firom sixteen to seventeen 
knots. Our launch, with the heavily laden cut- 
ters in tow, could make barely four knots. 

Suddenly we saw the battle flags on the 
Emden run up, and then a broadside burst from 
her starboard guns. Even yet the reason for all 
this was hidden from me, and I believed the 
Emden to be in pursuit of a steamer that had 
come in view. 

But now a salvo of five heavy shells struck 
the water just aft of the Emden ; five tall water 
spouts marked the places where they fell into 
the sea. There was no longer any room for 
doubt ; we knew that a battle was on in 
earnest. The Emden’s opponent we could not 
see, for the island, with its tall palms, was be- 
tween us. The Emden, in the meantime, had 
increased her distance from us to several thous- 
and yards, and was increasing her speed 
every moment. All hope of overtaking her 
had therefore to be abandoned, and I turned 
back. 
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THE AYES HA 

We landed at the same place at which we had 
previously disembarked. Again I ordered all 
the Englishmen to assemble, and their firearms 
were taken from them. The German flag was 
raised on the island, * which was declared to be 
under martial law ; every attempt to com- 
municate by signal with any other island, or 
with the enemy’s ships, was forbidden ; my 
officers were given orders to clear the beach for 
defence, to mount the machine-guns and to 
prepare to entrench. Should the engagement 
between the two ships prove to be a short one, 
I could count with certainty upon the enemy’s 
cruiser running into port here, if for no other 
reason than to look after the station. It was 
not my intention, however, to surrender with- 
out a blow an island on which the German flag 
was flying. 

The Englishmen on the island were little 
pleased at the prospect, and begged permission, 

^ The Superintendent had some difficulty in restraining one or two 
of the brighter spirits among his staff, who had designs on it. 
The joke would not have been relished by the Germans.— J. G. L. 

36 
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in case it should come to a battle, to withdraw 
to one of the other islands. Their request was 
granted. ‘ 

Accompanied by two of my signal men, I 
now took my station on the roof of the highest 
house to watch the fight between the two 
cruisers. On the whole, the Englishmen showed 
little interest in the conflict that was going on 
but a few thousand yards distant from the 
island. Other matters seemed to claim their 
attention. With an ingratiating smile, one of 
them stepped up to our officers, who were head 
over ears in work down on the beach, and 
asked : 

“ Do you play tennis ? ” 

It was an invitation which, under the 
circumstances, we felt compelled to decline.* 
By the time I had reached the roof, the fight 
between the Emden and the other cruiser was 
well under way. I could not identify the 
enemy’s ship, but, judging from her structure 
and the. amount of water raised by the falling 

‘ This is hardly fair to the staff. The request was made by the 
Superintendent when the island seemed likely shortly to become the 
scene of a pitched battle. He was anxious both to avoid casualties 
among the men in his charge and the possibility that the Sydney's 
operations might be handicapped by the presence of Englishmen in 
close proximity to the enemy. — J. G. L. 

* The author has been betrayed by his memory or his faulty English 
or both. The tennis episode occurred at the first landing, when the 
wireless mast was being destroyed. The Superintendent asked von 
Kiicke to have it dropped clear of the tennis court. Von Mficke 
complied, but seems to have interpreted the request as an invitation 
to a set I— J. G, L. 
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shells, I concluded that it must be one of the 
two Australian cruisers, the Sydney or the 
Melbourne. As the columns of water raised 
by the enemy’s shells were much taller than 
those caused by the Emden’s, I estimated the 
guns of the enemy to be of 15-centimetre calibre. 

The Sydney, for she it was, as I learned later, 
was more than a match for the Emden. Our 
ship, of 3,600 tons displacement, could deliver 
a broadside of only five 10^-centimetre guns 
and had no side armour, whereas the Sydney, 
being a vessel of 5,700 tons displacement, 
could fire a broadside of five 15.2-centimetre 
guns and had armoured sides.* From the 
very beginning, the Emden' s fire reached its 
mark on the enemy’s cruiser, whose guns, it 
must be said, were aimed pretty badly. ’ The 
water spouts that were raised by their falling 
shells were mostly several hundred yards 
distant from one another. But when one of 
the salvos did hit, it wrought havoc on our 
unarmoured vessel. 

Very early in the fight the forward smoke- 
stack of the Emden was shot away, and lay 
across the deck. Another shell crashed into 
the stern aft of the wardroom and started a 

> The correct tonnage and armament of the Sydney are given in 
the introduction. — J. G. L. 

* The Emden" s first salvo carried away the Sydney" s range-finder. 
— J. G. L. 
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great blaze, the grey smoke of which was mixed 
with white steam, showirxg that the steam pipes 
had been damaged. The Emden now turned 
sharply about and made a dash for her foe, 
apparently for the purpose of making a torpedo 
attack. It cost her her foremast, which was 
shot away and fell overboard. For the mo- 
ment it seemed as though the enemy’s ship 
intended to discontinue the fight, for she 
turned and ran at high speed, followed by the 
Emden. Whether the Sydney had suffered 
serious damage which could not be discerned 
from without, I could not tell. Perhaps it was 
simply her intention to increase her fighting 
distance from the Emden, in order to take 
advantage of the greater calibre of her guns. 
The running fight between the two ships now 
took a northerly course at an ever-increasing 
distance from the island, and soon the two 
cruisers, still fighting, were lost to view below 
the horizon. 

The point for me to settle now was what to 
do with the landing squad. So far as our ship 
was concerned, the damage she had suffered 
at the hands of a far superior foe was so great 
that a return to the island, even in the event 
of the most favourable outcome of the battle, 
was out of the question. She must run for the 
nearest port where she could make repairs. 
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bury her dead and leave her wounded. At 
the same time, I could count with certainty 
upon the arrival of an English war vessel ere 
long in Keeling harbour, to learn what had 
befallen the cable and wireless station. For 
had not the telegraph service to Australia, 
Batavia and Mauritius been cut off entirely ? ‘ 

With our four machine-guns and twenty- 
nine rifles we could, for the time at least, have 
prevented the English from making a landing 
on the island, but against the fire of the English 
cruiser’s heavy guns, which would then have 
been directed against us, we should have had 
no defence whatever. Taking everything into 
consideration, therefore, we could do no more 
than defer the surrender of a position that, 
from the outset, it had been impossible to hold. 
Moreover, confinement in an English prison 
was little to our taste. 

Now, fortunately for us, the small white 
schooner that we had failed to blow up was 
still riding at anchor in the harbour. It could, 
and it should, help us to escape from our 
predicament. I decided to leave the island 
in the little boat. Her name was Ayesha, • and 
at one time she had served to carry copra from 
Keeling to Batavia two or three times a year, 

' Not so entirely as von Miicke supposes. See appendix. — J. G. L. 

* Pronounced Aye-ee-sha. Ayesha is the name of the favourite 
wife of the prophet Mahommed. 
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and to bring provisions back with her on her 
return trip. Now that steamship service had 
been established between these two points 
she lay idle and dismantled in the harbour, 
and was gradually falling into decay.* 

Taking no one with me, I got into the steam 
launch and went out to the schooner to find out 
whether she was at all seaworthy. The cap- 
tain and one sailor were aboard her. Of 
the former I enquired casually whether he had 
any ammunition aboard, for I did not wish him 
to suspect the real purpose of my coming. 
He said there was none, and a brief inspection 
of the ship led me to believe that she was still 
seaworthy. Consequently I sent my officers 
and men aboard the Ayesha to get her into 
trim for sailing. There was plenty to do in 
the little ship. All the sails and rigging had 
been taken down and stowed away, and had 
now to be put in place again. 

When the Englishmen on the island realised 
that it was my intention to sail off in the 
schooner, they warned me with great earnest- 
ness against trusting ourselves to her,* saying 
that the Ayesha was old and rotten, and could 
not stand a sea voyage. Furthermore, they 
informed me that an English man-of-war, the 


' This is a slight exaggeration. — J. G. L. 
* Another slight exaggeration. — J. G. L. 
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Minotaur t and a Japanese cruiser were in the 
vicinity of the island, and that we should surely 
fall a prey to one of them. • 

As my predecessor in command of the 
Ayesha was leaving her, he wished us God- 
speed, and concluded with the comforting re- 
mark, “But the ship’s bottom is worn through.” 

When, in spite of all these warnings, we 
remained firm in our purpose and continued 
the work of getting the Ayesha ready for sea, 
the sporting side of the situation began to 
appeal to the Englishmen, and they almost 
ran their legs off in their eagerness to help us. 
Could it have been gratitude that impelled 
them to lend us their aid ? * It is a question 
I have never been able to answer to my satis- 
faction, although, to be sure, several of them 
did express a feeling of relief at the thought 
that now the fatiguing telegraph service, with 
its many hours of overtime and its lack of 
diversion, was a thing of the past.* They 

^ This is denied. Only the Superintendent and the wireless opera- 
tor knew of the proximity of the Minotaur ; neither mentioned her 
to the Germans. No one on the island knew of the Huki until after 
the Germans had left. — J. G. L. 

■ It was anxiety to be rid of unwelcome visitors, coupled with a 
conviction that the Ayesha could not possibly escape the Sydney* 
— “J. G. L. 

•This is quite incorrect, There was no overtime and no lack of 
diversion. Furthermore, every member of the staff was well aware 
tliat on the appearance of the Emden a c&che of essential instruments 
had been made. As a matter of fact, communication with Durban 
and Adelaide was restored within thirty-six hours of the departure 
of the Germans.-— J. G. L. 
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showed us where the provisions and water* were 
kept, and urgently advised us to take provisions 
from the one side, where they were new and 
fresh, rather than from the other, where they 
were stale. They fetched out cooking utensils, 
water, barrels of petroleum, old clothes, blan- 
kets and the like, and themselves loaded 
them on trucks and brought them to us.* 
From every side invitations to dinner poured 
down upon us ; my men were supplied with 
pipes and tobacco ; in short, the Englishmen 
did all they could to help us out. 

Nor were they sparing with advice as to the 
course we ought to take, and time proved that 
all they told us of wind and weather, of cur- 
rents, etc., was in every way trustworthy. 
As the last of our boats left the shore, the 
Englishmen gave us three hearty cheers, * 
wished us a safe journey and expressed their 
gratitude for the ‘ moderation ’ which we had 
shown in the discharge of ouf duty, wherein 
all of our men had behaved ‘ generously,’ they 
said. Then, cameras in hand, they still crowded 
round the Ayesha, taking pictures of her. 

• The water taken was not drinking water, as later the Germans 
were to discover, to their cost. — J. G. L. 

• This assistance is denied by the staff. The Germans took what 
they wanted and could have had a great deal more petroleum if they 
had realised that 500 gallons were hidden away on the island. 
— J. G. L. 

• The cheers were on both sides, and meant as little as cheers do 
on these occasions. — J. G. L. 

Da 
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Meanwhile the lookout on our ship reported 
that the two battling cruisers had come into 
sight again. From the top of the Ayeshd’s 
mast, I could at first see only the thick cloud of 
black smoke that the Sydney’s smoke-stack 
was belching forth, but soon the masts, smoke- 
stacks and upper deck came in sight. Of the 
Emden I could see only one smoke-stack and 
one mast ; the rest of the ship was below the 
horizon. Both cruisers were steering an east- 
erly course, and both were still firing their 
guns. 

Suddenly, at full speed, the Sydney made a 
dash at the Emden. ‘ Now,’ thought I, ‘ the 
Emden’s last gun has been silenced, and the 
Sydney is running at her to deal her her death 
blow.’ But then, in the black smoke of the 
English ship, between the foremast and the 
nearest smoke-stack, a tall column of water 
shot up, which could only be the result of a 
serious explosion. We supposed that it was 
caused by a well-aimed torpedo from the 
Emden. The Sydney, which was still running 
at a speed of twenty knots, now made 
a quick turn to starboard, changed her course 
entirely and steamed slowly westward. The 
Emden continued to steer an easterly course. 
Both ships were still firing at each other, but 
the distance between them grew greater and 
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greater, until finally they were beyond the 
reach of each other’s guns. The fight was 
over. In the approaching darkness both ves- 
sels were soon lost to sight below the horizon. 
That was the last we saw of them. The con- 
flict, which had begun at about eight-thirty in 
the morning, ended at six o’clock in the 
evening. The report, published in all the 
English newspapers, that it was only a ‘ sixty 
minutes’ running fight ’ is therefore to be 
classed with the many similarly false reports 
made by the English.* 

The oncoming darkness now warned me to 
make my way as speedily as possible out of 
the harbour, for the coral reefs render it 
unsafe for navigation after nightfall. In the 
meantime we had taken aboard water enough 
for four weeks and provisions for eight. The 
sails had been bent on as best they could be. 
I made a short speech, and, with three cheers 
for the Emperor, our Admiral, the German 
colours fluttered up to the masthead of his 
Majesty’'s latest ship, the schooner Ayesha. 
Slowly the steam launch took us in tow. I 
climbed to the top of the foremast, as from 
there I could best discern where lay the reefs 
and the shoals, for of charts we had none. 

* The first salvo was fired at 9.40 a.m. ; the Emden ran aground 
at 11.80 a.m.— J. G. L. 
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With the boatswain’s whistle I gave the launch 
orders to steer to starboard or to port, accord- 
ing to the lie of the reefs. The Emden’s two 
cutters we took in tow. 

Otu* depart\u*e was much too slow to suit us. 
The sun was setting, and in these latitudes, so 
near the equator, there is no twilight. No 
sooner has the sun disappeared below the hori- 
zon than the blackness of midnight reigns. 
We had not passed quite through the danger 
zone of the reefs before it grew so dark that, 
from my position on the foremast, I could not 
see ahead sufficiently far to direct our coiurse. 
In order to be able to see anything at all, I 
climbed down into the chains on the port side 
close to the water, and gave my orders from 
there. 

Just as we were passing the last reef that 
might prove dangerous to us, we had an 
anxious moment or two. Suddenly, in spite 
of the darkness, every pebble, every bit of 
seaweed on the bottom, became visible — 
unmistakable evidence that we were in very 
shallow water. Our lucky star guided us over 
this shoal also, however, and we did not touch 
the ground. 

Meanwhile we had set some sail, and had 
thus lightened the work of the steam launch, 
which still had us in tow. Before long we were 
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free of the sheltering islands, and the long 
heavy swell of the ocean put some movement 
into our new ship. 

When we were far enough out at sea to sail 
our boat without danger of running into the 
surf to leeward, I called the steam launch back 
to the ship, in order to take off the crew. The 
heavy swell made this manoeuvre no light task. 
Again and again the little steamboat was 
dashed against the side of the Ayesha, and, 
although the future of the launch was of little 
interest to me, this unexpected encounter be- 
tween my old ship and my new one gave me 
serious concern. I had no confidence in the 
Ayesha’ s ability to endme with safety such vig- 
orous demonstrations of friendship. Finally, 
however, we succeeded in ridding ourselves 
of the steam launch in this way ; the last man 
aboard her started her engine again with the 
little steam that was left in the boiler. Then, 
from aboard the Ayesha, we reaehed over 
with a boat hook, and turned the rudder of the 
steam launch to port. Curtseying elegantly, 
the little boat drew away from us, and soon 
vanished in the darkness. Whither it went, I 
do not know. In all likelihood it found a grave 
in the surf that beat wildly only a few hundred 
yards away. Perhaps, however, it is still beating 
about the ocean, raiding on its own account. 



Chapter III 


ON BOARD 

On the following day we undertook a closer 
inspection of our new abiding-place. The 
Ayesha was a ship of 97 tons, as we learned 
from an inscription on one of the beams in the 
hold. Her length was about ninety feet 
and her breadth somewhere about twenty- 
five. She was rigged with three masts. Of 
these, the after two, the mainmast and the 
mizzenmast, carried only fore and aft sails, 
whereas the foremast had two square sails. 
The ship was originally intended to be manned 
by a crew of five, besides the captain. There 
were now fifty of us aboard her. Provision for 
berthing the crew had been made in a small 
fo’c’sle in the extreme forward part of the 
ship. But here there was room for only six 
men at the most ; the rest of my crew had to 
sleep in the hold. 

When we took possession of the Ayesha there 
was no cargo aboard her — nothing but iron 
ballast in the hold. Luxurious couches my men 
surely did not have, for we had brought with us 

from Keeling but few blankets and mattresses. 
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For the time being, the men slept in a spare sail 
spread over the iron ballast. In time, however, 
they would be able to better their condition 
considerably. They therefore went busily to 
work at making hammocks out of old ropes 
which they untwisted, out of twine, and out of 
old sail-cloth torn into strips and other like 
material. These hammocks were swung wher- 
ever a place could be found for them, and 
afforded the occupants relief from the rather 
violent motion of the ship. 

Below deck, aft of the hold, were two small 
cabins originally fitted out with bunks, 
but in these we were compelled to store our 
provisions. Swarms of huge cockroaehes made 
it impossible for human beings to inhabit them. 
In the extreme after part of the ship was 
another small cabin, designated by a sign over 
the door, as ‘ chart-room.’ In it the petty 
officers were quartered. 

On deck was a little deck house. This was 
divided into two cabins, with a bed in each. 
One of them I occupied myself ; the other was 
shared by my two lieutenants. Adjoining these 
cabins was another tiny one, furnished with a 
table and a few small benches. This served us 
as mess, as navigation, smoking and wine room, 
as saloon and for occupation by the officer 
whose watch it happened to be. 
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Our commissariat department was carried on 
under many difficulties. To be sure, the tinned 
provisions that we had taken with us from 
Keeling were of an excellent quality, but the 
caboose, that is, the ship’s galley, was, of 
course, planned for cooking to be done for only 
five men, and the Lilliputian stove was in no 
way sufficient for our needs. Nor could the 
fresh water we had with us be used for cooking, 
as the supply was sufficient only for drinking 
purposes. To enlarge our cooking facilities we 
brought pieces of iron ballast from the hold, 
and with this and some strips of tin torn from 
places in the ship where it was not absolutely 
necessary we fashioned a fireproof stove, and 
in this improvised apparatus we kindled an open 
fire. Round it, in a circle, sat the men holding 
the cooking pots on rods over the fire until the 
food was cooked. To set the cooking utensils 
on the fire and leave them there was quite 
impossible, as the rolling of the ship 
would soon have dislodged them. 

All our cooking was done with salt water. 
What each day’s bill of fare was to be we left 
to the decision of the cook. We did not fare 
poorly on the Ayesha by any means. For the 
most part our meals consisted of rice cooked 
with fruit, smoked sausage, corned beef or the 
like. 
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The drinking problem was a more difficult 
one. Aboard our little ship we had found four 
small iron water-tanks in which a supply of 
fresh water sufficient for a crew of five could 
easily be carried. These tanks we had not had 
time to examine while getting the Ayesha ready 
for sea. We had been obliged to fill them as 
quickly as possible. Now, with the small crew, 
only one tank had been used, and after a few 
days we discovered that the other three had 
become foul. ‘ The water we had put into them 
was therefore unfit to drink. The supply of 
bottled seltzer water which I had put aboard 
at Keeling, I felt must not be used except in 
case of extreme emergency, for I had to reckon 
with the possibility that the Ayesha might 
prove unseaworthy and that we should have to 
abandon her and take to the Emden’s two 
cutters that we had aboard. In that case, the 
bottled water would be all that we could take 
with us. 

We hoped to be able in a reasonably short 
time to replenish our water supply by refilling 
with rain-water the three tanks in which the 
water had fouled. In this hope we were not 
disappointed. On the thirteenth of November, 
only four days after our departure from Keeling, 
the first of the usual tropical rains set in. Our 

*See p. 216 . — J. G. L. 
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bad tanks had been cleaned in the meantime, 
and an old sail got ready to catch the rain. It 
was stretched horizontally across the main 
hatch. In the middle of the sail was a hole, 
and directly under this hole a man was stationed 
with a petroleum can, the kind in which the 
Standard Oil Company delivers petroleum, and 
into which the rain-water ran. When it was 
full, it was passed from hand to hand along a 
line of men until it reached the tank into which 
it was to be emptied. In addition to this, the 
cabin roof was arranged to catch rain-water. 
Along the edges of the roof we fastened strips of 
moulding, and the water which collected on the 
roof was conducted through two gutters into 
petroleum cans hung where they emptied. 
This rain-water was not only fit to drink, but 
was rendered quite palatable by the addition 
of a dash of lime juice, of which we had fortu- 
nately found a few bottles among the provisions 
of the former captain. 

As, from this time forth, the tropical down- 
pours set in with pleasing regularity every 
morning and every evening, our tanks were soon 
full. In addition to these, all the available 
utensils and petroleum cans were filled with 
water. These rainfalls were very welcome for 
other reasons also. Since all the fresh water 
had to be reserved for drinking purposes, our 
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prospects of washing seemed rather dubious. 
Soap will not dissolve in salt water, and to wash 
with salt water alone is not cleansing. We 
therefore utilised these tropical downpours to 
wash ourselves and as shower baths, our 
necessity resulting in the invention of a new 
sort of bath — a swinging bath. To prevent 
the rain-water from running off the deck, we 
stopped up the drain holes, the so-called scup- 
pers, with old rags. With the rolling motion 
of the ship, the water which had thus been 
collected on the deck ran from one side to the 
other, and so gave us a most excellent oppor- 
tunity for a bath, while the descending rain 
answered for a final shower. 

Moreover, the Ayesha carried two small jolly- 
boats, the one barely large enough to hold two, 
the other to hold three men. These boats 
hung on the davits near the deck house. They 
were also now used to collect water by closing 
the drain holes with the plugs provided for that 
purpose. Although we were disappointed to 
find that the water contained in them was some- 
what salty and therefore unfit to drink, it 
nevertheless served us very well for washing 
purposes. 

For the ship’s service the crew was divided 
into two watches, a starboard and a port watch. 
Most of my men were, of course, wholly unused 
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to life on a sailing vessel, and the handling 
of the gear was entirely new to them. This 
was particularly the case with the stokers, who, 
naturally enough, had never seen service on a 
sailing vessel. Still, there were among the crew 
a sufficient number of fishermen and seamen, 
who at some former time had served in sailing 
vessels, to make it possible for me to handle 
the ship with safety. Whenever there was a 
job to be done that required great physical 
strength, every man aboard was available as so 
much man power. 

At first the gear gave us much trouble. Most 
of the sails were old and rotten, and tore at the 
slightest provocation, so that we were con- 
stantly at work mending and patching the 
canvas. The tackle also gave way frequently. 
We were therefore obliged to exercise the 
greatest care during a squall, as we never knew 
just how much the masts could bear. 

The condition of the ship itself was not such 
as to inspire one with any great degree of con- 
fidence. The captain’s opinion, expressed in 
the words, ‘ The bottom is worn through,’ as 
he left the ship, seemed to be well founded. 
When we went down into the hold and cauti- 
ously scraped away at the planking, we dis- 
covered that the wood was red and rotten, so 
much so, indeed, that we quickly stopped our 
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scratching, as we had no desire to poke the 
points of our knives into the Indian Ocean. 

During the first days out we had a heavy 
swell astern, and the Emden’s two cutters per- 
formed some wonderful dancing at the ends of 
the long ropes by which we had them in tow. 
In one of its wild gyrations one of the cutters 
took it into its head to foul the ship, just under 
the overhanging stern. Usually such set-to’s 
between a ship and its jolly-boat end to the 
decided disadvantage of the latter, but in this 
case the conditions were reversed. With a 
sharp plunge the nose of the boat buried itself 
in the rotten wood of the stern, and broke a 
plank above the- water-line. I had little desire 
for a repetition of this performance. We there- 
fore set the ill-mannered cutter adrift, and so 
had but one left, which, for a while, behaved 
very well. But this proper behaviour was not 
of long duration, for, no doubt seized by an 
overweening desire for its fellow, the remaining 
cutter departed one night, and carried with it 
a large piece of the bulwarks to which it had 
been fastened. And again the break in the 
ship showed red and rotten wood. 

In those first days, the Ayesha leaked badly. 
In a short time we had so much water in the 
ship that it rose to the height of the iron ballast 
on which the men slept. Wlien we tried to 
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work the ship’s pump, we found that it was out 
of order. The packing of the pistons was gone. 
So we took the pump to pieces, got the piston 
out, replaced the missing leather packing with 
rags soaked in oil, and finally succeeded in 
pumping the ship dry. Taking it all in all, the 
Ayesha cut a pretty sorry figure as a ship. 

Had we had visitors at this period of our sea 
voyage, they would have been amazed at the 
resemblance our costumes bore to those in 
vogue in the Garden of Eden, for even apart 
from the times when we took our tropical 
shower baths — when we wore nothing at all — 
our clothing was very scanty. For the landing 
at Keeling we had not only clothed ourselves 
as lightly as possible, but I had given the men 
orders to wear their oldest clothing. Now, 
with the continuous handling of the sails, and 
the other strenuous work aboard the ship, our 
wearing apparel was fast disappearing. Having 
neither needles nor thread, we could not even 
mend it. To be sure, we had some garments 
that had been given us at Keeling, but these 
served rather as a source of amusement than 
as clothing. I had always had the impression 
that Englishmen generally are tall and spare. 
Whether those at Keeling were an exception, 
or what the reason was, I cannot say, but cer- 
tain it is that most of their trousers reached 
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only to a little below the knees of my men, and 
their jackets were big enough for two.* 

1 This is the charge which rankles most among the staff. They 
assert, on the other hand, that, with the exception of von Miicke, 
who was tall, the Germans were small men, while they themselves 
were of normal build. They admit that the clothes supplied were 
of indifferent quality, but no one troubled overmuch about dress on 
Cocos Keeling. — J. G. L. 
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A FINE DAY ON BOARD 

Our men rose with the sun, at six o’clock in 
the morning. On war vessels it is the custom 
to rouse the crev/ by a call of three long notes 
given by all the petty officers at the same time 
on boatswains’ whistles. At this signal the 
men turn out and lash their hammocks. We 
gave up the attempt to conform to this custom, 
as the noise that our one boatswain’s whistle 
could make would hardly have been loud 
enough to attract the attention of waking men. 
The crew slept side by side, packed like herrings 
in a box, and all that was needed to waken the 
men was to rouse the first one, who, in rising, 
could not fail to waken his nearest neighbour, 
who, in turn, would waken the next and so on, 
until the last one was up. 

After we were up, the next thing to be done 
was to wash, provided there was water enough 
left in the jolly-boats from the night before. 
If it so happened that we could not get a wash, 
we accepted the situation with a cheerful spirit, 
as being quite in harmony with the total 
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absence of toothbrushes aboard the ship. But 
our hair demanded special attention, for it 
was growing longer and longer every day. 
The only comb that we possessed was passed 
from hand to hand, each man’s neighbour 
serving him as looking-glass, while for hair 
tonic we had most excellent salt water. There 
was even a shaving apparatus for the dandies ; 
the rusty condition .of the razor, however, 
making it necessary to use considerable 
caution. 

Then came the cleaning of the ship. Water 
was hauled up in pails from over the sides of 
the vessel and dashed over the deck. A part 
of the crew set to work at the pumps to rid 
the ship of the water that had leaked in over- 
night. The sailormen were up in the shrouds, 
looking after the latest damage that had been 
sustained there, and doing repairs. The cook, 
in the company of his own chosen helpers, was 
forward in the caboose, busy with getting 
breakfast, for which, besides rice, we had 
coffee and tea. When this was over, there was 
really nothing more for the men to do. No 
drilling could be attempted, for lack of room. 
So we filled in the time occasionally by initiat- 
ing the stokers and others, unused to life in a 
sailing vessel, into the mysteries of steering, of 
the compass and of work in the rigging. At 

£a 
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other times the one chart of which the ship 
could boast was fetched out, and the men were 
shown just where the ship was. Many an idle 
hour was spent in making plans for our future. 

As for charts, besides special maps of 
Batavia, where we had no intention of going, 
there was only the one large map that has been 
mentioned, which represented half of the 
globe, and accordingly was on a very small 
scale. It began with Hong Kong and Borneo 
on the east, and ended with Suez, Zanzibar and 
Mozambique on the west. The long distance, 
about 700 nautical miles, to Padang, the port 
to which I intended to go, was represented on 
the chart by a space of no more than a hand’s 
breadth. 

Meanwhile the dinner hour had arrived. As 
there were not enough plates, forks, etc., to go 
round, we ate in relays. Each man’s portion 
was dished out by the cook under supervision 
of one of the petty officers of the commissariat 
department. With the dinner, a cup of coffee 
or tea was also served. To while away the 
long afternoon, we prolonged the meal as much 
as possible, and, when it was over, usually in- 
dulged in an afternoon nap. The separation of 
officers and crew, as is customary on board 
ship, was, of course, out of the question with us. 
The deck space was just large enough to 
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accommodate all the men with some degree of 
comfort. 

Soon little groups had formed among the 
men, the members of which gathered each 
afternoon at some favourite spot. There they 
would sit or lounge, smoking or sleeping, or 
happy if it was their turn to have the use of 
one of the few packs of cards that we had been 
able to secme before we left Keeling. Some 
of our men were devoted fishermen. Over the 
bulwarks, at every available spot, hung the 
fishing lines in wait for an unwary fish, but 
I cannot remember that I ever heard of one 
being caught. Can it be possible that this is 
to be ascribed to a dislike for rice on the part 
of the fish ? For rice was our only bait. 
Reminiscences were exchanged, and rebuses, 
arithmetical questions, conundrums, and the 
like, went the rounds. 

In the evening, after supper was over and 
the sun was setting, the men usually assembled 
forward on the deck and sang. As there were 
a number of good voices among them, their 
singing in chorus was very pleasing, and, as 
usual when Germans are having a good time, 
the ‘ Lorelei ’ and other such tragic songs were 
those that were oftenest sung. But ‘ Puppchen ’ 
and the ‘ Song of the Reeperbahn ’ were not 
neglected. 
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No particular hour was set for turning in. 
Everyone lay down to sleep when it suited 
him best, and the watches — ^that is, the forward 
lookout — and the man at the wheel themselves 
saw to it that they were relieved at the right 
time. We carried no lights at night. We had 
but little petroleum aboard, and the two oil 
lamps that we had gave out more smoke than 
light. 



Chapter V 


AN UNEASY DAY 

Not always, however, did the days pass as 
uneventfully as the one just described. Often 
we had to struggle against high gales and 
thunderstorms. In fact, they had to be reckoned 
with both morning and evening every day. 
Welcome as the thunderstorms were for the 
supply of fresh water they brought us, we yet 
looked forward to them with dread, because 
of the strain they put on ship and rigging. In the 
tropics the coming of a thunderstorm can be 
seen from afar, and the time of its arrival quite 
accurately timed. 

The approach of one of these storms was 
usually heralded by a few dark clouds near 
the horizon, the falling rain showing as a long 
broad streak reaching from sky to ocean. As 
the clouds rose toward the zenith, the columns 
of rain came visibly nearer. When the storm 
was within a thousand yards of us, the sails 
were furled as far as necessary and we rode 
out the gale. We lay to then, with close- 
reefed sails, the ship’s head close to the wind. 
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until the gale, which was always accompanied 
by a downpour of rain so heavy that we could 
see nothing except what was immediately in 
front of us, was over. 

One day we had an especially heavy thunder- 
storm. The clouds hung so low that it seemed 
as though we could grasp them with our hands. 
The wind set in more quickly than we had 
expected, and, just as we had begun to shorten 
our light sails the tempest was upon us. It 
struck the mizzen-topsail, and whipped it 
furiously in the air. The men on deck 
were unable to hold it against the strain, and it 
flew over the mizzengaff, caught fast on it and 
hung there. To secure it at the time was 
impossible, because of the heavy rolling of the 
ship. For a time, the flapping of the sail 
endangered the whole mizzen-topmast, but 
more especially the slender upper part of the 
mast, which is always only lightly stayed. It 
gave us some very anxious moments. More- 
over, we were now at the worst of the gale, 
and had all we could do to attend to the other 
sails. Nevertheless, we finally succeeded in 
furling all the sails with the exception of a few 
bits of canvas that had to be left out to give 
the ship steerage way. 

The clouds were so heavy that it was almost 
as dark as night. Unceasingly the lightning 
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flashed about us, followed instantly by heavy 
claps of thunder. So near and so vivid were 
the flashes of lightning that they blinded us 
for the moment, and for seconds at a time we 
could see nothing at all. It was a genuine 
little cyclone that was sweeping over us. 

Then the violent wind suddenly ceased as 
the centre of the storm reached us, and the 
air about us grew absolutely still. The high 
seas and swell continued, however. The ship, 
suddenly robbed of its way by the almost 
instant falling away of the wind, rolled so 
heavily from side to side, that we feared the 
masts would go overboard without our being 
able to do anything to stop them. The atmo- 
sphere was filled with electricity ; on each of our 
mast-heads burned St. Elmo fires a foot high. 

Slowly the thunderstorm passed over. After 
a few more brief but violent gusts of the recur- 
ring gale, the wind died down and blew more 
steadily and quietly. Soon nothing remained 
but a few distant flashes of lightning to remind 
us of the anxious hours we had just passed. 
One after the other the sails were set, and we 
proceeded on our way. But soon afterwards 
the wind died away entirely. 

The times when we were becalmed were 
perhaps even more unpleasant than when the 
wind paid us an undue amount of attention, 
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for, with the high and never-ceasing ocean 
swell, our ship rolled very heavily whenever 
there was no breeze to drive her. Then the 
sails, no longer filled by the wind, flapped from 
side to side, and when the heavy booms went 
over, the whole ship shivered and the masts 
trembled. At such times we often thought 
it best to furl all sails, and so avoid any possible 
danger to ship and rigging. 

On account of the violent and jerking motion 
of the ship on such days, life aboard her was 
extremely unpleasant and very fatiguing. To 
remain aboard the ship at all, we had to hold 
on to some support continuously with both 
hands, or else wedge ourselves firmly into a 
secure corner. 

On this particular day, we were again obliged 
to furl all sails. While we were thus in the 
worst of the rolling, and were swearing vigor- 
ously at the ship’s eccentricities, suddenly a 
cloud of smoke was reported in sight on the 
port bow forward. As we were wholly outside 
of any course ordinarily followed by steamers, 
we concluded that the vessel sighted must, like 
ourselves, have reason to avoid the usual routes 
of steamship travel. At first we thought it 
might, perhaps, be one of our coaling ships, 
either the Exford or the Buresk, which, just 
before the fight off Keeling, had been dismissed 
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by the Emden to await her at certain indicated 
spots. Having neither heard nor seen any- 
thing of the Emden, they might now be run- 
ning into Padang, hoping there to learn what 
had happened. On the other hand, it might 
equally well be a hostile cruiser that had run 
into Keeling after the fight, and, having 
heard of our departure, was now looking for us. 

There were, in fact, but three comses for 
us to choose from while making our escape 
from Keeling — ^to run to Padang, to Batavia, 
or to Africa. Of these the most probable ones 
were to Batavia or to Padang. For a fast 
cruiser it would be an easy matter to search 
for us on both of these routes, and so make 
sure of finding us. Knowing that we were 
wholly dependent upon the wind for our pro- 
gress, our pursuers could easily pieture to them- 
selves the course we had taken, and where they 
would most likely find us. 

Naturally, we made every effort to discover 
the character of the unknown vessel. But 
even from the mast-heads we could see no more 
than the smoke she was leaving behind her. To 
elude her by changing our course was quite 
out of the question with the Ayesha, becalmed 
as we were, and drifting idly. But, after giving 
us a few anxious hours, the smoke on the 
horizon vanished. 
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Meanwhile, the regular evening breeze had 
set in, and with it came the usual torrents of 
rain. We were now in the region where the 
south-east and north-west monsoons meet and 
struggle for the mastery. The wind changed 
every few moments. First, a gust would strike 
the ship from forward, and the next minute it 
would be blowing a gale from aft, a condition of 
affairs that afforded opportunity for some 
expert and ingenious sailing manoeuvres. After 
we had practised close hauling the sails a 
munber of times, we were suddenly confronted 
with a task that well-nigh proved too much for 
us. A violent gust of wind from the north- 
west was sweeping down upon the ship from 
forward at the same time as one from the 
south was approaching from aft. We were 
therefore obliged to tack by close hauling the 
foresail, while, at the same time, the mainsail 
had to be set for wind from astern. The two 
shower baths that the two gusts brought us 
could not have been better managed in an up- 
to-date sanatorium, where alternating hot and 
cold showers are a feature of the baths. The gust 
from the north-west brought a torrent of rain so 
icy cold that most of us got below deck as fast as 
we could, whereas the one from the south, which 
overtook us a few minutes later, showered us 
with water that was more than lukewarm. 



Chapter VI 


PADANG 

On the twenty- third of November, early in the 
morning, the ship was ‘ cleared for action,’ for 
we were now getting near land, and it was not 
at all improbable that we would run across an 
English or Japanese torpedo-boat destroyer 
coaling somewhere among the islands. For 
such an emergency my plans were made. I 
intended to tack ahead of the destroyer, which 
would certainly not be expecting an attack 
from us, to bring up alongside of it by an ap- 
parently unsuccessful manoeuvre, and then to 
grapple with the enemy at close quarters. To 
make the best use of our armament we had cut 
four holes in the rail of the Ayesha where 
the machine-guns could be placed to some 
advantage, although the rigging, with its 
lanyards and deadeyes, would certainly be a 
great hindrance. The rifles and pistols were 
taken up on deck, and the ammunition was put 
within easy reach. As the machine-guns had 
not been used for some time, a shot was fired 
from each of them, to test them. 
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At ten o’clock in the morning the lookout at 
the mast-head reported : ‘ Land in sight 

ahead.’ Just where we were, and what land 
we were approaching, it was quite impossible 
for us to know, with the limited means of 
navigation at our disposal. But to be near 
any land whatever was a source of satisfaction 
to us. Gradually one island after another 
came in sight. By four o’clock in the after- 
noon we had got our bearings sufficiently to 
know that we were just outside of Seaflower 
Channel and about eighty nautical miles from 
Padang. 

Of Seaflower Channel we had no charts 
whatever ; we only knew that it abounded in 
reefs. As a calm always set in towards evening, 
and I dared not venture to pass at night 
through this channel so unfamiliar to me, we 
lay to, and slowly drifted seaward under reefed 
sails. Just before sunrise we turned about 
and steered for the Channel again. 

Lookouts were stationed in the rigging to 
watch the water for the change in colour that 
indicates the presence of reefs or shoals. With 
all sails set, and with a light wind in our favour, 
we passed through the Channel during the 
course of the day without meeting with any 
serious difficulties in the way of navigation. 

As we no longer had any reason to fear a 
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shortage of our fresh water supply before 
reaching Padang, the bottles of seltzer water 
were brought out, and one was given to each 
man as an especial treat, and probably afforded 
us more enjoyment than a bottle of champagne 
would have under ordinary circumstances. On 
that evening, just before seven o’clock, our log 
registered the eight-hundredth mile. 

Before the night was over, a final gale, with 
a rain like a veritable cloudburst, gave us plenty 
to do. As the day dawned, the high moun- 
tains of Sumatra came in sight against the 
horizon. Unfortunately, the wind was not 
only very light, but off shore also, and we could 
make but little headway. The heat was so 
intense that towards noon a sail had to be 
spread for an awning. 

Our supply of tobacco had given out entirely 
by this time. The men smoked tea-leaves as 
a substitute. The officers tried it also, but — 
bah, the devil was welcome to it ! The crew 
seemed to get considerable enjoyment out of 
it, however. 

As a guide for the run into Padang, between 
all the many reefs and islands, we had drawn 
a chart for ourselves according to information 
gathered from an antiquated sailors’ hand- 
book that someone had raked up. Although 
this chart could lay no claim to being either 
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accurate or complete, it was nevertheless better 
than none. During the evening we saw, on 
one of the islands that we passed, a beacon, 
which was wholly a surprise to us. Before the 
night was over the long-looked-for flashlight of 
Padang came in sight, but we passed it at a 
great distance. Much to our regret, the cur- 
rent, instead of taking us towards land, was 
steadily carrying us farther out to sea, and, 
with the light breeze that was blowing, to tack 
was out of the question. By morning, there- 
fore, we were five nautical miles farther off 
shore than we had been on the previous evening. 

The strait in which we now were is the high- 
way for all ships. We had little desire to re- 
main here, if for no other reason than that we 
were very likely to encounter some hostile 
cruiser. By this time a complete calm had set 
in. We therefore lowered our two jolly-boats, 
the smaller one manned by one, the larger boat 
by two men, hitched them to our Ayesha, and 
so attempted to make some headway. For the 
men at the oars this was no light task, exposed 
as they were to the full rays of a tropical sun, 
as they sat unprotected from it in the open 
boats. We, on board, were not idle either. 
The oars of the Emden’s two cutters, which we 
had with us, were fetched out and tied together 
by pairs, so as to lengthen them, and with these 
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we proceeded to row the Ayesha. Although it 
cannot be said that we attained the speed of a 
fast mail steamer in this way, we did make 
some progress. 

On the following day a light wind did at last 
set in, and relieved us of this strenuous labour. 
In the distance, near the coast, we saw a num- 
ber of steamers that were evidently either en- 
tering or leaving the port of Padang. One of 
these roused our interest more than any of the 
others, because she apparently did not change 
her position at all, and so was evidently lying 
to, as the great depth of water in this vicinity 
precludes the possibility of anchoring. As we 
drew near to the vessel we could make out with 
some degree of certainty that she was not a 
merchantman. She appeared to be a small 
warship of some kind — a gunboat, or a torpedo- 
boat destroyer, and flew a flag which we could 
not distinguish, because of its great distance 
from us. 

Suddenly, the ship that had been lying so 
motionless began to move. Thick clouds of 
smoke poured from the smoke-stacks ; she 
tmned sharply, headed for us, and approached 
at high speed. In a short time we recognised 
the ensign of the Netherlands flying at the 
mast-head. As we had no desire to drop our 
incognito as yet, and as we were sailing in free 
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waters, there was no reason why we should show 
our colours. We therefore quickly gathered 
up all our rifles, and stowed them, together 
with our artillery equipment, away below 
decks. All the men quickly disappeared down 
the main hatchway, which was closed after 
them. One of the wildest-looking of the 
sailors and myself were the only ones who 
remained in sight. That we both belonged to 
the Imperial Navy no one would ever have 
imagined, as our clothing was so scanty that 
we should much more readily have been credited 
as belonging to the navy of one of the island 
kingdoms of the Pacific. 

Before long, the torpedo-boat destroyer was 
close beside us, and began to evince an interest 
in us which, inexplicable from the first, soon 
became extremely embarrassing. At a dis- 
tance of fifty yards she slowly passed by. On 
the commander’s bridge stood all the officers, 
each provided with marine glasses, through 
which they examined our ship with great 
curiosity. From the lively conversation that 
was going on between the officers, we concluded 
that they were talking about us. The destroyer 
passed round us, close under our stern, and 
all the binoculars were turned towards our 
ship’s name, which had long since disappeared 
under a coat of the thickest white paint. We 
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were just congratulating ourselves that we had 
bluffed her, when, at a distance of 5,000 yards, 
she suddenly tirrned, and lay to. At this, I 
could not rid myself of the thought that we 
had been expected. 

At the destroyer’s approach we had got our 
ensign ready to run up, for if we had been 
spoken we would, of course, have replied by 
displaying our colours. 

In the course of the afternoon our attendant, 
whom by this time we had identified as the 
Dutch destroyer Lynx, left us, and disappeared 
in the direction of Padang. In our cheerful but 
overhasty conclusion that she was preceding 
us into port to give notice of our coming, so that 
brass bands might be waiting and triumphal 
arches prepared for us, we were, however, 
doomed to disappointment. 

By nightfall we lay close before the small, 
flat coral islands that lie in front of the entrance 
to the harbour. We could see the lights of a 
steamer that was coming out of the harbour. 
Another was moving into port. We looked 
upon both of them with suspicion, as we sup- 
posed one of them to be our companion of the 
foregoing afternoon. We therefore carefully 
screened the Ayesha’s lights. We had made 
no mistake, for, in signalling to the incoming 

steamer, the outgoing ship revealed herself to 

Fa 
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be our old acquaintance the Lynx. To our 
regret, she had sighted us in spite of all the 
precautions we had taken. Again she became 
our close companion, and for a while her green 
and red side-lights could be seen immediately 
astern, at a distance of not more than a 
hundred yards. We felt truly sorry for the 
Lynx. It must have been very irritating to 
her to have to trundle behind us at the won- 
derful speed of one knot, a speed which, 
with the light breeze blowing, the Ayesha 
could not exceed. The engineers at the 1,000- 
horse-power engines of the Lynx probably 
wished us elsewhere more than once that night. 

In so far as our problems of navigation were 
concerned, the presence of the Lynx was a 
distinct advantage to us, for we were sailing 
in waters with which we were wholly unac- 
quainted, but we could feel perfectly sure that, 
wherever the Lynx could float, we could also. 
We knew that if we were nearing a shoal, our 
escort would retreat in time, and we could then 
turn and follow her. 

Otherwise, however, her companionship was 
little to our liking, for it gave us the appear- 
ance of a disreputable little vagabond being 
brought in by a burly policeman. As we were 
a warship, we had no intention of allowing 
ourselves to be thus escorted. I therefore 
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determined to communicate with the Lynx 
by signal. For this purpose I had a white 
bull’s-eye lantern, that usually hung in the 
men’s quarters, brought on deck. In front 
of this lantern we held a board, and, by raising 
and lowering it, we gave our Morse signals. 
By means of this apparatus of high technical 
development, we conveyed to our escort the 
message in English, ‘ Why arc you following 
me ? ’ Although the Lynx acknowledged our 
signal as having understood it, we received 
no reply to our question. After half an hour 
had passed without an answer, we resorted 
to our Morse signal again, but this time asked 
in German, ‘Why do you follow me?’ And 
again the signal was acknowledged, but no 
answer given. Shortly afterwards, however, 
the Lynx increased her speed and steamed off. 
For another whole day the poor Lynx had to 
dog our footsteps, for the wind continued to 
fail us. 

When, on the following day, the Ayesha 
had carried us within the limits of Dutch terri- 
torial waters, we immediately ran up our 
ensign and colours. The Lynx did not again 
draw near to us, but kept at a distance of 
several thousand yards. 

Toward noon we found ourselves in a position 
of some peril. We were aware that we were 
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now in a region of submerged reefs over which 
a vessel of even our light draught could not 
pass in safety, but of the exact location of 
these reefs we knew nothing. To our great 
relief, a little Malay sailing boat came alongside, 
and brought us a native pilot, whom I was 
glad to employ. The only prospect of remun- 
eration that I could hold out to him was through 
our consul, as the entire amount of cash on 
board consisted of a shilling and twopence, 
which we had found in a pocket-book that the 
former captain had forgotten to take with him, 
and which we had confiscated for the benefit 
of the Imperial Treasury. In marked contrast 
with the impression we made on the Dutch — 
as developed later — this Malay pilot, who 
seemed to us to be a very intelligent person, 
was from the outset untroubled by any doubt 
of our status as a German warship, for he at 
once declared himself willing to accept our 
promise of a later payment through the 
German consul. 

Hardly had the pilot come alongside, when 
the Lynx made a dash for us at high speed. 
As we had no idea what her intentions were, I 
ordered the ensign, which had been lowered 
in the meantime, to be run up again. In 
order to impress the Lynx more fully with 
the fact that she was dealing with an Imperial 
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ship of war, I ordered the salute customary 
between warships to be given, as she sped 
past us at a distance of about sixty yards. 
Our entire crew stood at attention on deck, 
and our officers saluted. The Lynx at onee 
returned our salute in like manner. 

Just before running into the harbour, I 
flagged a signal to the Lynx, saying, ‘I am 
sending a boat.’ Then I donned my full-dress 
uniform — my khaki brown landing suit from 
the Emden, of which I had been most careful — 
and went on board the Lynx. 

Her commander received me at the gangway 
ladder, and escorted me to the wardroom. I 
opened the conversation, saying that we had 
felt much flattered at the lively interest he had 
shown in us during the past day and a half, 
that we were a landing squad from the Emden, 
and were on the way to Padang with his 
Majesty’s ship Ayesha, that at Padang we 
washed to repair damages, and relieve the dis- 
tress on board by replenishing our store of 
provisions and our water supply. I then en- 
quired whether he knew of any reason why we 
should not run into the harbour. To this the 
commander replied that he had orders to ac- 
company us, that there was nothing to prevent 
us from running into the harbour, but that in 
all probability we would not be allowed to run 
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out again ; that these matters would, however, 
be decided by the civil authorities on shore, 
and that he could give us neither further, nor 
more definite, information. 

I represented to him that the Ayesha, being 
a warship, could leave the harbour at any 
time, and that no one had the right to detain 
us. Then I added in jest : “ I hope you and I 
will not have a fight when I run out.” 

As I left the destroyer, I saw the Ayesha for 
the first time from a distance, and under full 
sail. I must say that she made a capital 
appearance, and looked very pretty, even 
though the patched and torn sails she carried 
were little in harmony with the colours and 
ensign of the German Navy. 

Just before we reached the entrance to the 
harbour, a small steam tug came out to meet us. 
It was bringing the harbour-master, who was 
coming to show us where to drop anchor. He 
indicated a place quite far out. It was my 
intention, however, to get as close as possible 
to the steamships lying in the harbour, for even 
now I could distinguish the German and 
Austrian flags flying on some of them. I 
therefore told the harbour-master that I would 
rather not anchor so far out, but would like to 
run farther into the harbour. It was not a 
sufficiently sheltered place for my ship, I 
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explained, and, furthermore, it required a 
great length of chain to anchor in water of 
that depth. That our chain was in fact quite 
long enough to reach to the bottom of water 
six times as deep I did not feel obliged to tell 
him. By and by his objections were overcome 
by argument in plain German. But, as we got 
further in, he demanded very insistently that 
we anchor at once. Now it chanced that by a 
mishap the two topsails, the very ones by which 
a ship makes the most headway in light breezes, 
absolutely refused to come down. Again and 
again the sheets and halyards stuck, so that, as 
was my original intention, we had come close 
up to the steamers before we found it possible 
to anchor. 

As soon as the Ayesha lay at anchor, I sent 
my senior officer. Lieutenant Schmidt, on shore 
to report our arrival officially, and to make my 
wishes known to the authorities. At the same 
time, the German consul was asked to come on 
board. Furthermore, I announced that, in 
accordance with international custom, no one 
would be allowed to come on board without the 
permission of the Government authorities, nor 
would anyone from the ship be permitted to go 
ashore. 

Soon the Ayesha was surrounded by boats 
coming from the German ships. These were 
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the Kleist, the Rheinland, and the Choising of 
the Lloyd line, besides another Austrian ship. 
They were all flying their national colours, and 
greeted us with a ‘ Hurrah ! ’ Cigars, cigarettes, 
tobacco, watches, clothing, books, letters, and, 
what we wanted most of all, German newspapers, 
were thrown to us. That these were old — none 
later than the second of October, and it was 
now the twenty-seventh of November — ^mat- 
tered little. They were most welcome, for up 
to this time the only news that we had obtained 
was from the English papers that we had found 
on board the English steamers which the Emden 
had raided. All that we had heard of the war, 
therefore, were the widely disseminated Reuter 
tales of horror such as : — The Russians near 
Berlin — ^the Kaiser wounded — ^the Crown Prince 
fallen — suicide epidemic among German 
generals — revolution in Germany — the last 
horse slaughtered — complete rout on the 
western front and so on. Together with the 
newspapers, many pictures had been thrown on 
board also, and, on coming into the cabin 
soon afterwards, I found the walls covered with 
pictures of the Kaiser, Grand Admiral von 
Tirpitz, the Secretary of State for the Imperial 
Navy and others, which the men had tacked up 
for decoration. 

At first the Dutch Government authorities 
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made trouble for us, as they were not disposed 
to accord us the status of a warship, but in- 
tended to regard us as a prize of war. Against 
this I made an instant and vigorous protest by 
declaring that it was only to my superior officers 
in Germany that I would have to account for 
my right to command this ship. At the same 
time I asked permission to take aboard water, 
provisions, ropes, sailcloth, clothing, nautical 
charts and the simplest toilet necessities, such 
as soap, toothbrushes, hairbrushes, shoe polish, 
etc. The German consul took charge of this. 
The ‘ neutrality officer,’ especially appointed 
by the Dutch Government to look after such 
matters, immediately wired to Batavia to get 
his orders concerning us direct from the author- 
ities there. Altogether, the impression I 
received was that every effort was being made 
to hold the Ayesha and to intern the officers 
and crew. It was very evident that the local 
authorities were much disturbed, and feared 
complications with Japan or England, if we 
were allowed to leave. 

The person most concerned, and the one 
with whom the decision lay, seemed to be the 
harbour-master, a subordinate official, and a 
Belgian at that. When the afternoon had well- 
nigh passed, and the things ordered for the 
ship had not arrived, I requested the senior 
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Dutch commander at Padang to order the goods 
to be delivered at once, as, in conformity with 
the neutral code, I should have to leave 
the harbour within twenty-four hours. Finally, 
at seven o’clock in the evening, a part of what 
had been ordered arrived, and with the things 
came the neutrality officer. He made every 
possible effort to induce me to allow officers 
and crew to be interned. As I had foreseen 
this, my officers had been asked to be present 
and take part in the conversation, so that he 
might be convinced from the beginning that the 
Ayesha's officers were unanimous in refusing to 
consider his proposition. 

In the first place, the neutrality officer repre- 
sented to me — in so far as I could see, by 
advice from Batavia — ^how wholly impossible 
it would be for us to get away, as it was for- 
bidden to deliver either marine charts or nauti- 
cal books. There were many other things also 
with which we could not be supplied, such as 
clothing, for instance, since, to provide us with 
these, as well as with soap, tooth powder, etc., 
would be to ‘ increase our war strength.’ 

As it had now been three weeks since any of 
us had been able to brush oiu* teeth, we de- 
cided that this hardship could be endured a 
little longer. Nor had the one comb we pos- 
sessed failed to serve our modest demands. 
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As the harbour-master had seen that my men 
were going almost naked for want of clothing, 
and as he also was aware that we had no 
marine charts, I could but conclude that there 
was intention in refusing us these very neces- 
sary articles. When I persisted in my deter- 
mination to sail with or without eharts, I was 
told that we could not escape capture if we ran 
out, as the waters round about were being 
scoured by Japanese and English cruisers ; that 
it had only been by a lucky chance that we had 
escaped capture so far, and that we would 
surely be caught if we put to sea again ; that 
the Emden had acquitted herself well enough, 
and that no one would criticise us if this hope- 
less attempt were abandoned. It is needless to 
say that we absolutely refused to be moved by 
all this persuasion. 

Meanwhile, the provisions had been delivered 
and stowed away on board, and the ship made 
ready to weigh anchor, the only hindrance to 
our departure being the ten live pigs that we 
had taken with us, for they persisted in standing 
just where our anchor chain was being hove up. 
At eight o’clock in the evening we left our 
anchorage. 

From the Dutch papers that we received 
a few weeks later, we learned that the peo- 
ple had occupied themselves with various 
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speculations as to what we were going to do and 
whither we were bound. They might have 
spared themselves the trouble of these speeula- 
tions if they had listened as we departed, for 
the answer to the question whither we were 
going and what were our intentions was borne 
back to them upon the breeze, as the Ayesha 
vanished into the night : 

To the Rhine, the Rhine, the German Rhine, 

To guard its sacred boundary line ! 



Chaptee VII 


THE MEETING WITH THE CHOISING 

With a light wind astern, the Ayesha slowly 
made her way out from among the Dutch 
islands, and toward three o’clock in the morn- 
ing had passed beyond the limits of Dutch 
territorial waters. I had but just turned in 
when Lieutenant Schmidt, whose watch it 
was, woke me with the words : “ Captain, 

a German boat is coming alongside.” 

As I knew that we were then well out at sea, 
I growled out : “ Man, don’t talk nonsense ! 
Let me sleep ! ” 

But he assured me again that it was as he 
had said, and would not be frightened off even 
by the most violent protests. At the same 
time I heard loud voices from outside crying : 
“ There she is, there she is ! We have caught 
her after all.” 

As I came on deck, I saw a little rowboat 
with a few people in it swiftly approaching us 
from out of the darkness of the lingering night. 
Soon one travelling case, and then another, 
came flying on board. Their two owners 
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appeared immediately afterwards, and turned 
out to be an officer of the reserves and a chief 
engineer’s mate, also a reservist. Both re- 
ported to me for duty. As we were outside 
the limit of Dutch territorial waters, there 
was no reason for deferring their enrol- 
ment. 

Our only difficulty was to provide quarters 
for the officers now aboard the Ayesha, as 
there was but one bed, which was hardly 
big enough for three. In the end, it was 
arranged that one officer should sleep in the 
bunk in the cabin, while another chose a 
space on the floor under the mess table for his 
bed, a resting-place which was not wholly free 
from disturbance, however, as the third officer, 
whose watch it was, was inclined to put his 
feet there. 

By evening, a moderate, favourable breeze 
had taken us as far as Seaflower Channel, with 
which we were well acquainted. To our sur- 
prise, we discovered a large steamer coming 
toward us on an easterly course. As there are 
no beacon lights in this strait, it is avoided by 
steamers, most merchantmen preferring to go 
by way of the more northerly route through 
Siberut Strait, where there are many lights. 
The appearance of a steamer in this unfre- 
quented spot was, therefore, to say the least. 
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rather remarkable. I strongly suspected it to 
be a warship. 

As quickly as possible every sail, to the very 
last rag we had, was set, our course was changed 
hard to starboard, and, with all the speed we 
could muster, we tried to get back into Dutch 
waters. To our great relief, the low, palm- 
covered coral islands soon came into view, 
easily distinguishable by the broad white line 
of the surf that always breaks on their shores. 
We crept as close as we dared to this line of 
surf, keeping at a distance of about a thousand 
yards from the shore. To anchor in this depth 
of water was quite impossible, for these coral 
islands rise abruptly, almost perpendicularly, 
out of the water. 

Our frame of mind was in no wise improved 
when suddenly our unknown steamer began 
to exchange flashlight signals in secret code 
with some other vessel as yet invisible to us. 
Soon afterwards the second warship, for it 
could be no other kind of vessel, steamed away 
towards the south, while the other cruised to 
and fro through Seaflower Channel. Un- 
fortunately the wind died down more and 
more — so much so that our hope that by day- 
light we should be out of sight of the cruising 
steamer was doomed to disappointment. 

It was my intention now to run in between 
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the many small islands, to tie the Ayesha fast 
to the first convenient palm-tree, take down 
topmasts and sails, and so make it impossible 
to discover us from out at sea. Then I meant 
to find out the nature of the ship in which we 
were so much interested. The calm which 
set in rendered it impossible to carry out this 
plan, however. At sunrise we were only a 
few nautical miles distant from the warship, 
and hardly had the daylight revealed to her 
the masts of the Ayesha, than she changed 
her course and approached us at high speed. 
We were still within the limit of Dutch terri- 
torial waters, and I had not the least desire to 
leave them. Fortunately for us, the man-of- 
war turned out to be neither English nor 
Japanese. It was the Dutch flagship De Zeven 
Provincien. The ironclad followed us, always 
at some distance, however, until we had left 
Dutch waters on our course westward. 

We continued to sail towards the west, 
intending to keep the Ayesha within the 
vicinity of a certain point where we hoped to 
meet with some German steamer. Although 
it had not been possible for us to make any 
definite arrangements with any of the German 
vessels that were lying at Padang, neverthe- 
less, from the conversations that had taken 
place from deck to deck, their captains had 
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some knowledge of the course we intended to 
follow. We took it for granted, therefore, that 
some one of these steamers would follow us 
with a view to aiding us on our further journey. 
So we drifted about at sea for nearly three 
weeks. During a part of this time we had 
rough weather, which was especially trying to 
our ten pigs, for whom quarters had been put 
up in the bows near the capstan. To make 
life aboard the Ayesha, when she was rolling 
heavily, at all endurable to these animals, we 
had nailed slats on the flooring of their quarters. 
Before this had been done, the poor creatures 
went sliding to and fro across the smooth 
deck, from rail to rail. 

Twice our hope that a friendly steamer was 
coming to our relief was disappointed. Each 
time it was an English ship. One of them 
behaved so peculiarly, and made such unusual 
manoeuvres as we came in sight, that we 
believed her to be an auxiliary cruiser. We 
therefore cleared the Ayeshd’s deck for action. 
To occupy the attention of the cruiser, with 
whom we wished to pass for a harmless 
merchant vessel, we signalled : ‘ Please give 
me the geographical position.’ This is a signal 
very commonly used by sailing vessels when 
meeting a steamer. The desired information 

was given us, but with it came the embarrassing 

Ga 
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question : ‘ Who are you ? ’ We had no 
special signal of our own, and the Ayesha's 
signal, which we had learned from the ship’s 
papers, we did not, for obvious reasons, care 
to give. So we took four flags that happened 
to be at hand, arranged them one above the 
other, tied a knot in the two upper ones, so 
that no one could tell what they were, and 
then hoisted this signal in such a way that it 
was half hidden by the sails. This scheme we 
hoped would lead the steamer to believe that 
we had answered the question, but that she 
had failed to decipher our signal. About half 
an hour later the steamer had disappeared. 
We saw her answering signal, ‘ I have seen 
your signal, but cannot make it out,’ fluttering 
after her at half mast as long as she remained 
in sight. The second English steamer came in 
view at a great distance from us, and probably 
did not see us at all. 

The fourteenth of December, 1914, was a 
thick, foggy and rainy day, with rather high 
seas running. The Ayesha was tacking to 
and fro under close reefed sails, when sud- 
denly, through the dense atmosphere, we 
could see, only about four thousand yards 
ahead, a steamer looming up out of a thick, 
grey fog bank. She had two masts and one 
smoke-stack, and was steering an easterly 
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course. We were sailing towards the west. 
At this point the course of the ordinary mer- 
chantman can only be either to the north or to 
the south. Hence, a steamer running on an 
easterly course here must have some unusual 
reason for doing so. The natural inference 
was that this was one of the German steamers 
looking for us. We steered our course for her 
at once, under as much sail as our ship could 
carry. We sent off red and white fire-balls 
that are visible by day as well as by night, in 
the hope of attracting the attention of the 
steamer, which by this time we had recognised 
as the Lloyd steamer Choising. Our great fear 
was that the Choising would fail to see us in 
the foggy weather, and so would pass us by. 
At last, after we had sent off our fourth or 
fifth fire-ball signal, we saw the ship turn, and 
come towards us. 

Up flew our ensign and colours. The steamer 
ran up the German flag. The crew climbed 
aloft into the shrouds, and three cheers rang 
from deck to deck. As usual, our men were 
dressed in the manner customary in the Garden 
of Eden, a costume which necessity had forced 
upon them. The men of the Choising confided 
to us later that they were speechless with 
astonishment when suddenly, out of the fog, 
emerged a schooner, the shrouds of which were 



94 The ‘ Ayesha * 

filled with naked forms. Because of the heavy 
seas running, an immediate transfer to the 
Choising was not possible. As better weather 
had prevailed in the region to the south, from 
which we had come, I signalled the Choising to 
follow the Ayesha. 

But, instead of growing better, the weather 
grew steadily worse on the following day, 
until, during the course of the night, it de- 
veloped into a heavy storm. The Ayesha’ s 
sails were close reefed, and it must be said 
she behaved well. Not one of the heavy 
combers broke over her ; she rode them like a 
duck. Of course, the inside of the ship was 
as wet as the outside, for the spray dashed 
over the deck without intermission. 

At daybreak the Choising, which is a ship 
of 1,700 tons, signalled by flag : “ On ac- 

count of the storm and heavy seas I cannot 
remain here.” I therefore decided to run in 
under the lee of the land, so as to make the 
transfer there, and accordingly signalled an- 
other place of meeting to the Choising. The 
two ships separated again, as I, in my sailing 
vessel, could not steer the same course that 
the steamer took. 

The next night was the worst that we ex- 
perienced on the Ayesha. All night long the 
tempest raged. Although aware of our 
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proximity to the islands, we did not know just 
where we were. Both the wind and the cur- 
rent threatened to dash us against the reefs. 
The night was so black that we could not see 
anything. If, under these conditions, we should 
get too near the shore, both ship and crew were 
doomed. Even the small rags of sails, closely 
reefed as they were, which we still carried, 
were almost too much. Towards morning an 
especially fierce squall set in. It was too much 
for our rotten old sails. We heard a sharp 
crack, and then another ; our foresail and 
our staysail had torn away from their bolt- 
ropes, and only a few small rags were left 
whipping in the wind. The departing foresail 
took with it a third sail, the fore staysail, so 
that we lost all our forward canvas. To set 
a spare sail was quite impossible at the time, 
both on account of the darkness and of the 
heavy running seas. We had to lie to, there- 
fore, with only the aftersails, and trust to luck 
to keep away from the surf. 

As soon as the day dawned, the spare sails 
were got out and bent. Before long, the 
wind began to die down. We found it possible 
to increase our canvas and steer towards the 
place appointed for our meeting with the 
Choising. As we drew near to it, at about 
nine o’clock in the morning, the Choising 
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appeared in the distance. In the meantime, 
however, the wind had fallen off so completely 
that the Ayesha could hardly make any head- 
way at all. I therefore signalled the Choising 
to take us in tow, and get in the lee of the 
nearest island. There we should find shelter 
from both wind and waves, and the transfer 
could be safely made. 
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Chapter VIII 


THE PASSING OF THE AYESHA 

While we were being towed by the Choising, 
we began to unrig the good old Ayesha. It 
saddened us to think that we should have to 
sink her, as there was no port to which we 
could take her. There was danger that she 
would be restored to her former owner if we 
took her to a Dutch port. This we wanted to 
prevent under any circumstances. All the 
provisions we still had on hand were placed on 
the upper deck, and our arms were taken there 
also. Trunks there were none to pack. The 
Ayesha’s figure-head, which represented the 
favourite wife of the Prophet, was taken down, 
and the steering wheel unscrewed ; both were 
to be carried with us aboard the Choising, 
and kept as souvenirs. 

Soon we had reached the shelter of the small 
islands, the swell ceased, and it was possible 
to bring the Ayesha alongside the steamer. 
Meanwhile, the Ayesha’s shrouds, the ropes 
which hold the masts, were cut, and all other 
runners and stays were either removed or cut 
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through. At the same time two holes were 
bored in the hull, and through these the 
ship began slowly to fill. 

Towards foiu* o’clock in the afternoon the 
Choising's engine was started up, and the 
Ayesha was cut adrift. It appeared as though 
the little ship were loth to part from us, for, 
although our steamer was moving on, and no 
hawser was holding the Ayesha to us, she kept 
alongside the Choising for some time. And 
then, at last, as though she had found her own 
strength insufficient to keep up with us, the 
Ayesha fouled our ship, just behind the gang- 
way ladder, carrying a part of it away with her. 

I wanted to stay by the Ayesha as long as 
she was afloat, so our steamer was stopped, and 
we lay to at a distance of three hundred to 
four hundred yards from her. The loss 
of the brave little ship touched us deeply. 
Although our life on board had been anything 
but comfortable, we nevertheless all realised 
fully that it was to the Ayesha we owed our 
liberty. For nearly a month and a half she 
had been our home. In that time she had 
carried us 1,709 nautical miles. We all stood 
aft at the stern rail of the Choising, and 
watched the Ayesha’s last battle with the 
waves. Gradually, and very slowly, she sank 
lower and lower in the water. Soon it washed 
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her upper deck. Then suddenly a shudder 
passed over the whole ship ; she seemed to 
draw a long breath ; the bow rose out of the 
water for a last time, only to plunge into it 
again the more deeply. The iron ballast rolled 
forward ; standing on end, her rudder up, her 
masts flat on the water, the Ayesha shot like 
a stone into the deep, never to be seen again. 
Three cheers for her rang out above her ocean 
grave. 

The day was the sixteenth of December, 
1914, and the hour, fifty-eight minutes past 
four o’clock in the afternoon. 

Aboard the Choising, the first thing to be 
done was to order a course to westward, and 
the next, to see what provision could be made 
for my men. A place had already been pre- 
pared for them in a part of the ship ordinarily 
used for the storing of coal. It had been 
cleaned up, and mattresses, blankets, etc., 
sufficient for all, were in readiness, so that, in 
comparison with the days spent on the Ayesha, 
a life of luxury was before us. 

An ocean greyhound my new ship surely 
was not. When in the best of trim, she went 
at the rate of seven and a half knots, but 
there were times when we had to content our- 
selves with four. This was due, in part, to 
poor coal. The Choising was a ship that had 
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originally been intended for use as a coaling 
tender to the Emden, and in this capacity 
had waited long for her at the appointed place. 
But, as the British Admiralty had been so 
obliging as to provide the Emden most gener- 
ously and considerately with the best of Welsh 
coal, although its intended destination was 
Hong Kong, there had been no reason why the 
Emden should take in any of the poor quality 
coal from India and Australia, which the 
Choising had aboard for her. While waiting 
for the Emden the Choising' s cargo of coal had 
got on fire, and we were now using what was 
left of this half-burned coal. 

On the Choising we had news which was of 
importance to us. At the time that we left 
Padang in the Ayesha, we found it a most 
difficult problem to decide where to go. My 
earliest plan, to try to reach Tsing-tau, had to 
be abandoned when, at Padang, we learned 
of the fall of that colony. My next intention 
was to join his Majesty’s ship Konigsberg, of 
whose whereabouts we knew nothing more than 
that she was somewhere in the Indian Ocean. 
In case she was no longer there (I had hoped 
to get news of her from the Choising), my next 
plan was to sail to German East Africa. We 
knew that there had been some severe fighting 
there between our colonial troops and the 
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English, and, upon reflection, I abandoned this 
project also, as being an absolutely hopeless 
one. With only fifty men, whose clothing 
outfit was an entirely inadequate one, and who 
were wholly unprovided with any of the many 
things necessary for troops on land, with 
neither surgeon nor medicines, no knowledge 
of the language, no guide, and no maps, it 
would be next to impossible, in a district as 
large as the fighting area of South-East Africa, 
to locate and make connection with troops 
numbering not more than a few thousands 
themselves. For the present, therefore, there 
was but one course left open to us — to make our 
way homeward by following the route round 
Africa. How to provision our ship for so long 
a journey was a problem which suggested many 
difficulties, however. 

But at last we found in one of the news- 
papers the report of a battle between Turkish 
and British troops at Sheikh Said, near Perim, 
an island in the Strait of Bab-el-Mandeb (Gate 
of Tears). This gave us reason to believe that 
Turkey also had now entered the war. Our 
diligent search for confirmation of this surmise 
was finally rewarded by finding in one of the 
papers the announcement that war between the 
Turkish and British Empires had begun. The 
new situation thus created suggested a landing 
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in Arabia as our nearest and most hopeful 
prospect. The course which appeared to be 
even more reasonable, uiz., to join the Konigs- 
berg, was abandoned, in the first place because 
the Choising had brought word that the 
Kdnigsberg had been sunk in battle somewhere 
to the north of Australia, and, in the second 
place, because of news that she was bottled up 
in the Rufiji River.’ If she had been sunk, 
our search for her would be to no purpose, and, 
if she was shut in by a blockade, she would 
have no coal, nor could she use any that 
we might bring her. The fifty men whom we 
should add to her numbers would only make so 
many more mouths to feed. 

The Choising was therefore started on a 
southerly course ; in the first place, to avoid the 
principal steamer routes, and, secondly, to keep 
out of the region in which the tropical cyclones 
are most frequent, for the Choising was not 
equal to such a tempest. A sharp lookout was 
kept, so that we might catch sight of an enemy’s 
ship before we ourselves were discovered. On 
account of our ship’s remarkable speed, the 
only chance of escape we had, in case we came 
in contact with a hostile man-of-war, lay in a 
game of bluff. 

The Choising was still painted like all Lloyd 

'This was her true fate. — J. G. L. 
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steamships, viz., black hull, white bulwarks, 
and ochre-brown trimmings. Of course, we 
could not in safety continue like that. So 
we gave our ship a coat of paint that made her 
look like a Dutchman. But, on second thoughts, 
we concluded that this was hardly safe, as we 
were likely to meet a number of vessels in the 
Strait of Bab-el-Mandeb, and some of them 
might ask us the question, “ Who are you ? ” 
which already had proved so embarrassing to 
us. We had no record of seagoing ships on 
board, except an English list, at the end of 
which we found the names of a number of 
English vessels that had been sold by the 
English to foreign countries. Among these 
there was one steamship, the Shenir, that had 
been sold to a Genoese firm, and was a vessel of 
1,700 tons. As this was the exact size of the 
Choising, we decided to adopt the Shenir as 
sponsor for our ship, and ere long the legend, 
‘ Shenir, Genoa,’ in large white letters, adorned 
OTU' stern. 

This discovery we had made in the English 
shipping list was especially welcome to me, as 
I preferred to pass for an Italian. In view of 
Italy’s attitude of vacillation, I had reason to 
believe that even an English warship would 
hesitate unnecessarily to harass an Italian 
vessel. 
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The Shenify from Genoa, would naturally be 
expected to fly the Italian flag. But this was 
an article which, unfortunately, was not num- 
bered among the possessions of the Choising. 
Nor was there any green bunting on board. A 
green window curtain was discovered by some- 
one, however, and to it we sewed a strip of 
red and a strip of white bunting. A committee 
was then selected from among the men who had 
artistic ability, and they were soon hard at 
work painting Italy’s coat-of-arms upon the 
white strip. The green of the curtain was not 
of the right shade, however, so we added some 
yellow paint to a pot of blue, which we hap- 
pened to have on board, until the desired shade 
of green was produced, and then dipped the 
green part of the flag into it. 



Chapter IX 


FROM PERIM TO HODEIDA 

January 7th, 1915, found us in the vicinity 
of the Straits of Perim. Nothing worthy of 
note had happened on the way. A number of 
steamers had been sighted, but always in time 
to change the course of our vessel towards the 
coast of Africa. We kept this course until the 
steamer had disappeared, when we promptly 
returned to the right one. 

Christmas was a very quiet day with us, 
but our New Year’s festivities were all the 
more hilarious, and we made the most of what 
little remained of beer and wine aboard the 
Choising. 

It had been my intention to arrive in the 
Perim Straits immediately after sundown. In 
this we were not quite successful, however, and 
again for the reason that we had no marine 
charts. Just as once before we had to draw a 
chart for ourselves when running into Padang, 
so now we had been obliged to make one of 
the Red Sea, and, naturally, our knowledge of 
the Choising’ s position was not quite accurate. 
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As a consequence, we arrived at the Straits of 
Perim a few hours too early. I therefore gave 
orders to turn about and cruise to and fro for 
a while. A large steamer coming from Dachi- 
buti gave us some anxious moments, for we 
took her to be a man-of-war. She turned out 
to be a French mail steamer, however. As soon 
as darkness set in, we steered for the Straits of 
Perim again, and proceeded at full speed. 

I had counted with certainty upon meeting 
with some sort of patrol in the Straits. In 
that event we should have been quite helpless, 
for with the Choising we could not face even 
the smallest hostile war vessel. We could not 
so much as run away, for any steam launch 
could have overtaken us. As my chief purpose 
was to lead my men to some place where they 
could again serve in the defence of their country, 
I determined, if necessary, to sacrifice the 
Choising. 

In case we should meet a hostile ship close 
to the African coast, I intended to beach our 
vessel and leave her there, taking the men with 
me in the longboats. We should then be 
ashore in the enemy’s territory, and free to do 
as we might deem best. Should we be over- 
taken on the northerly side of the Straits, it 
was my intention to run boldly into Perim 
harbour, trusting to heaven for the outcome ; 
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or, if I failed in this, I proposed to run the 
steamer aground, and venture a bold attack 
upon the telegraph station which we knew 
was located in this vicinity. To be prepared 
for any emergency, the Choising's three largest 
longboats were swung out, lowered to the 
bulwarks, and made fast. Water, provisions 
for eight weeks, arms and ammunition, besides 
a few personal belongings, were stowed away 
in the boats. An officer was placed in com- 
mand of each one of them, and a particular 
crew designated for duty in it. The only 
orders given to the boats’ crews were, once 
for all : ‘ Obey your officer.’ 

And again, as darkness came on, we were 
in much uncertainty with regard to our ship’s 
position. Ahead of us we saw a group of 
small islands which, we eoneluded, must be 
the ‘ Seven Brothers ’ lying just at the entrance 
of the Straits. In truth, however, these were 
the Arabian mountains, whose highest peaks 
rose into view just above the horizon, a fact 
which we did not discover until we came in 
sight of the Perim revolving light. This gave 
us a good fixed point from which to direct our 
further course. 

Naturally, as we approached the Straits, all 
hands were on deck. Everyone was keeping 

a sharp lookout, for our only hope of safety 

Ha 
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lay in the keenness of our observation. The 
ship’s lights were closely screened. The officers 
and petty officers were given orders to make 
continual rounds through the vessel to see 
that not a single ray of light escaped to 
reveal our presence, for the Chinese crew of 
the Choising had little appreciation of the 
importance of this precaution. 

Whether I should sail with or without lights 
had been a question to which 1 had given much 
careful thought. If I calmly proceeded with 
all lights showing, just as any ordinary mer- 
chantman would, it might chance that none of 
the English patrol ships would hold me up, as 
it was not at all likely that so small a merchant 
ship as the Choising would be regarded with 
suspicion. A ship sailing with screened lights 
would, on the contrary, become an object of 
suspicion to anyone who should discover her. 
Nevertheless, in the end, I decided to have 
the lights screened. 

The Strait of Bab-el-Mandeb is a very 
narrow waterway. I hugged the African 
shore as closely as possible, to take advantage 
of the darker horizon there, and also because 
the shore afforded a dark background for the 
ship. But, in spite of all this exercise of 
caution, we got so near to the revolving light 
at Perim that its intermittent ray fell upon us 
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like a searchlight, illuminating us for seconds 
at a time. Moreover, we could see two English 
warships lying just outside Perim, and they 
were signalling to each other in Morse code. 
During that night’s most anxious half-hour 
we muttered many a bitter imprecation upon 
our engine, that at best could make no more 
than seven and a half knots. But fortune 
favoured us ; the Englishmen did not discover 
us. Perhaps none of the small patrol boats 
upon which I had reckoned were abroad, for 
there was a stiff breeze blowing, and the sea 
was running high. At the end of two trying 
hours we had got to where we could consider 
ourselves as safely ‘ through.’ 

In the broader expanse of the Red Sea I 
kept well outside the regular steamship course, 
and on the eighth of January, just after dark, 
we lay with the Choising close to Hodeida. 
The only book that we had from which to 
learn something regarding Arabian ways 
and customs was a ‘ round the world ’ guide- 
book that would have answered the purposes of 
a sight-seeing couple on their honeymoon very 
well. From it we learned that Hodeida is a large 
commercial city, and that the Hedjaz railway 
to Hodeida was in com'se of construction. As 
the book was some years old, and as one of 
my officers remembered that years ago he had 
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met a French engineer who told him that he 
had been engaged in the construction of a rail- 
way to Hodeida, we took it for granted that 
the railway was completed by this time. Even 
should we be wrong in our supposition, we 
should still, in all likelihood, be able to get some 
news of the war, and, in case we should have 
to continue our journey on the Choising, we 
should at least be able to secure charts of the 
Red Sea. 

As we approached Hodeida, or, more accu- 
rately speaking, as we approached the locality 
where we expected to find Hodeida — because 
of our constant lack of marine charts we 
never knew exactly where we were — ^we 
suddenly beheld a long line of electric lights 
along the shore. Great was our joy at this first 
sign of a return to civilisation. That Hodeida 
would be provided with electric light had not 
entered into our most hopeful expectations. 

“ It appears to be a very respectable kind 
of place after all,” was the opinion expressed 
on the bridge. “ There are even electric lights. 
Then surely the railway must be running. I 
can see ourselves walking into the central rail- 
way station of Hodeida to-morrow morning, 
and boarding the express. In a fortnight 
we shall be on the North Sea again.” 

We supposed the row of lights we saw to be 
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on the Hodeida dock, for our ‘ round the world ’ 
guide-book had told us that Hodeida was a 
seaport. As we came closer to this dock, my 
joy gave way to apprehension, for, as I looked, 
the lights of the dock seemed suddenly and 
strangely to move closer together, an 
eccentricity which is not usual with lights on 
a dock. As we were quite sober, we decided 
that it must be the dock that was at fault. 
I therefore gave orders to stop the Choinng, 
so that soundings might be taken, from which 
to learn how far we were from the shore. A 
depth of twenty fathoms was reported. Now 
we were evidently only a few thousand yards 
off the supposed dock, while, according to 
the soundings, there must be a distance of 
several nautical miles between us and the 
shore. As we realised this, the dock lost much 
of its attractiveness in our eyes. It must be 
something else. I gave orders : ‘ Change course 
to the south,’ and stood off for a few miles. 

I then ordered the four longboats, that had 
been kept in readiness ever since our approach 
to Perim, to be lowered, and my men got into 
them. The captain of the Choising received 
written orders to take his ship farther out to 
sea, to spend the next two days in the vicinity 
of a given point outside the usual steamship 
course, and on each of the succeeding nights to 



112 The * Ayesha* 

return to the place where my men and I had 
left the ship, and await us there. If we did not 
return, he was to proceed to Massaua.' My 
reason for wishing the Choising to return during 
the next two nights was our total lack of any 
definite knowledge as to who was in control in 
South Arabia. Our latest information in regard 
to the war was over three months old, and, 
although it had told of battles between the 
Turks and the English, the outcome of these 
battles was unknown to us. It was therefore 
quite possible that Hodeida was now in the 
hands of the English. In that event, it was my 
intention to return to the Choising on one of the 
following nights, and to continue our journey 
aboard her. The days I meant to spend some- 
where in the desert, in hiding. 

At the same time, I arranged for signals by 
rockets to be given the Choising in case I should 
learn of the proximity of hostile ships that 
might prove dangerous to her. There was one 
special signal that meant : ‘ Enemy’s ships 

near. Proceed at once to Massaua.’ I wanted 
to avoid exposing the ship unnecessarily to the 
danger of capture while returning for us. 

Soon the Choising had vanished in the dark- 
ness of the night, and my little flotilla of 

^ In Italian Somaliland, and therefore, at that period of the war, a 
neutral port. — J. G. L. 
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longboats was being vigorously rowed towards 
the shore. The ship’s boats, like all boats that 
have been out of the water for some time, 
leaked badly, although days before we left the 
Choising they had been wet both inside and out, 
had been freshly painted, and kept half filled 
with water. Our chief effort for the time being 
was therefore directed towards bailing out the 
boats. As soon as the day dawned, all sails 
were set in our flotilla, and a goodly regatta 
developed in the direction of the shore. 

On our supposed dock the lights were ex- 
tinguished, and at sunrise we discovered that it 
had two masts and three smoke-stacks, carried 
guns and bore the name of Desaix. It was a 
French armoured cruiser. The other part of 
the dock revealed itself to be an Italian ship 
called Juliana. We had little desire to tie up 
at this dock, and so directed our course towards 
land. 

Our chief concern now was that we might be 
discovered by the armoured cruiser, that was 
not far distant. The rigging of one of my boats 
was Chinese, of the other three, German. Four 
grey boats rigged in this extraordinary fashion 
could not fail to attract attention. When we 
had come close enough to the shore, I anchored, 
and made the other three boats come alongside 
and make fast. Quickly our masts and rigging 
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disappeared, and we held a consultation as 
to what we had better do now. The Choising 
was gone. Behind us lay the French armoured 
cruiser and the Italian vessel. What attitude 
Italy had assumed towards the war by this 
time was wholly unknown to me. Before 
us lay the land, with the surf beating be- 
tween us and it. The indications were that 
this part of Arabia was now in the hands of the 
French. To remain in the boats was not 
possible, as, in the course of the day, we should 
surely be seen by the Frenchmen, who were 
now enjoying an early morning nap aboard the 
armoured cruiser. My orders therefore were : 
‘ Pull for the shore.’ 

Fortunately our heavily laden boats got 
through the surf without either capsizing or 
filling. On our way to the shore we met a small 
Arabian boat whose sole occupant, an Arab, 
was engaged in fishing, and who in response to 
our questions gave us the comforting informa- 
tion that Hodeida was now in the hands of the 
French. The mistake may be ascribed to the 
fact that, although we spoke excellent German, 
and the Arab had a fluent command of Arabic, 
we nevertheless failed to understand each other. 
Just after our boats had passed through the 
surf and were about 800 yards off shore, they 
ran aground. All our belongings had therefore 
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to be carried all this distance to land, and 
through water that was knee deep. Rafts were 
quickly put together out of the masts, a few 
boards, some straps, life-belts and the like. 
On them we placed our machine-guns, the 
ammunition, etc., so that the transportation 
might be made as rapidly as possible. 

First of all, the machine-guns were sent 
ashore. I waded to land along with them. On 
the beach an Arab was splashing about in the 
water. Unarmed, and with every expression 
of amiability and friendliness of which I am 
capable, I approached him to offer the hand 
of friendship. He misunderstood me, however, 
and departed. A second Arab, who had 
appeared in the meantime, was quite as 
unresponsive to my offers of friendship. 

While I was employed in having the rest of 
our things put ashore, a man in uniform, and 
mounted on a hedjin, or riding-camel, came 
towards me. The uniform was blue and red. 
Round his head a cloth was wound. To what 
country the uniform belonged, I had not the 
least idea. It might easily have been a French 
one. This man had the unpleasant distinction 
of being armed. When he had come within 
six hundred yards of us, he stopped, cocked 
his rifle, and stood watching us at our work. 
Carrying no arms of any kind, I went towards 
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him, beckoned to him, called to him, and tried 
in every way possible to make him understand 
that I wished to speak with him. He remained 
immovable until I had come within two 
hundred yards of him ; then he raised his 
rifle and aimed it at me. I stood still. He 
lowered his rifle, whereupon I moved a few 
steps nearer. Again he pointed his rifle at me. 
Again I stopped, and he dropped his rifle. 
Again I took a few steps forward, and again 
he aimed at me. I stopped again, and so 
the teasing performance went on for several 
minutes, until I had reached a point not more 
than fifty yards distant from him. Then his 
rifle was not again lowered. Consequently I 
remained standing for some time. An under- 
standing by way of conversation was out of the 
question with him. He had not understood one 
of my efforts at speech. He made a sign, how- 
ever, which could not be misinterpreted, and 
by which he gave me to understand that I was 
to remain with my men where we were. After 
I had assured him, as best as I could, that we 
had no thought of leaving, and that we were 
delighted to be there, I returned to my men. 
He mounted his camel and disappeared at a 
rapid pace in the direction of Hodeida, the 
white houses of which we could just dis- 
tinguish in the far distance. 



From Perim to Hodeida 117 

It now behoved us to make all haste 
possible, for in three or four hours the French 
garrison might be upon us. So we worked with 
all our might to get the things ashore, and thus 
be able to start upon our march into the desert. 
It was my intention to remain in the desert 
during the day, and then at night to send one 
of my officers to Hodeida to get information. 
Should this prove unfavourable, I purposed to 
spend the following day also in the desert, 
and then, on the next night, to get back to 
where the Choising would pick us up, and to 
proceed with her, trusting to luck for the 
future. 

Just as we were about to set off on our 
march, there poured forth from behind the low 
sandhills of the desert a swarm of Bedouin — 
at first about eighty in number, then a hundred 
or more, all armed. They spread out into a 
sort of skirmishing line, and then disappeared 
behind the sand dunes along the beach. Upon 
seeing this, we, too, formed a skirmishing line, 
and made ready for a fight. I waited for the 
first shot to come from the other side. After 
a few moments there came out from among our 
opponents twelve unarmed men. They ap- 
proached us slowly, all the while beckoning with 
their arms. Laying aside my sword and pistol, 
I went towards them. Midway between the 
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two lines we met. Immediately a lively con- 
versation developed, with the unfortunate dis- 
advantage, however, that neither party under- 
stood the other. The Bedouin shouted at me, 
gesticulated violently with the vehemence 
peculiar to southern races, and made the most 
remarkable signs, all of which I failed to under- 
stand. My own attempt to speak to them in 
German, English, French and Malay was of 
as little avail. 

I then had our ensign which we had with 
us, brought out, and I called attention in the 
most explicit manner to the red, white and 
black, to the iron cross, to the eagle. They 
did not understand this either. As I had 
thought it quite likely that the people of some 
of the coast regions where we might be forced 
to land would be unacquainted with the Ger- 
man ensign, I had taken the flag of our mer- 
chant marine with me also. It was now pro- 
duced and displayed to the Arabs, but this, 
too, they did not recognise. Then we pointed 
to the French armoured cruiser lying at anchor 
in the roadstead, shook our fists at it with the 
most extravagant gestures, and all together 
roared, “ Boom ! Boom ! Boom ! ” 

The only response we received was a return 
to their crazy signs. One of these was to hold 
one hand to the forehead, as though to shade 
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the eyes, and then wag the head violently 
from side to side. Another was to pass two 
fingers over the face, either up or down. A 
third consisted in rubbing the two extended 
forefingers together, and staring at us idiotic- 
ally the while. This last one we thought we 
understood. We interpreted it in this way : 
Two are rubbing against each other, which 
means, ‘ We are enemies.’ With all the means 
in our power we tried to assure them that quite 
the reverse was true. Had we been under- 
stood, our situation would hardly have been 
improved by this assurance, for it appeared 
later that this sign meant, ‘ We are friends,’ 
instead of, ‘ We are enemies.’ As a last resort, 
we produced a gold piece. To this means of 
intercourse the Arabs were very susceptible 
from the outset. We pointed to the eagle, but 
it did not seem to suggest anything to them. 
Then I pointed to the head of the Kaiser. This 
met with instant response, and aroused the 
liveliest interest. Among their ejaculations 
we distinguished the word, ‘ Aleman.’ This 
was understood on our part, for it could mean 
nothing other than ‘ German.’ Instantly, and 
with ready adaptability to the customs of the 
country, we all shouted at the top of our voices, 
‘ Aleman ! Aleman ! ’ And, with this, the 
way to a mutual understanding was opened. 
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A tremendous and enthusiastic roar of re- 
sponse instantly arose among the Arabs. Their 
rifles were stacked, and the whole company 
gathered about us, screaming and shouting, 
and tumbling over one another in a wild 
scramble to carry our luggage for us, to drag 
the machine-guns, and to do us other like 
service. In a tumult of noise the procession 
set out in the direction of Hodeida. One of 
our newly acquired brethren could even speak 
a few words of English, and from him I learned 
that Hodeida was in the hands of the Turks. 

Our onward march was the occasion for still 
further excitement. Destitute of inhabitants 
as the desert through which we were passing 
seemed to be, it nevertheless harboured a 
countless number of people. In this land, 
where every boy of twelve carries a rifle and is 
regarded as a warrior, it did not take long for 
another crowd of about a hundred Bedouin 
to gather and come out to meet us, all eager, 
in the assumption that we were enemies, to 
have a shot at us. With much excited yelling, 
our hundred attendants endeavoured to con- 
vince their approaching hundred colleagues 
that we were friends. When they had been 
persuaded that such was the case, we continued 
on our march with a retinue of two hundred, 
only to be met, half-an-hour later, by two 
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hundred more who were coming to attack us, 
and who, in turn, had to be convinced by our 
escort of two hundred that we were friends. 

These explanations always entailed a con- 
siderable loss of time, and so it was midday, 
while we were still on the way. We had 
had nothing to eat since the evening before, 
had worked hard and continuously, and 
had taken a long tramp through the burning 
sand at a time of day when, under ordinary 
circumstances, even to ride abroad is avoided. 
All told, there were probably eight hundred 
Bedouin moving along with us. They had at 
last understood that we were Germans, and 
now carried on quite a variety show as they 
went along with us, dancing and singing, 
yelling and shooting off their rifles, and carry- 
ing on all sorts of fantastic performances. 

In the meantime, the first Turkish officers 
from Hodeida had arrived, among them several 
who could speak German. Our mutual joy at 
meeting comrades in arms was great. The 
whole Turkish garrison of Hodeida was march- 
ing out against us in the belief that a detach- 
ment of the enemy was attempting a landing. 
Artillery even had been dragged along to assail 
us. 

Surrounded by the Turkish troops, and with 
banners flying, we made our entry into 
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Hodeida. The people filled the streets and 
shouted their welcome at us, flattering us 
with loud cries of approval and a vigorous clap- 
ping of hands at the close of every marching 
song we sang as we moved along. 

Hastily prepared barracks were soon made 
ready for my men. For the officers, a house in 
the town was provided. And so, for the 
present, we were comfortable. From the win- 
dows of our house we could see the French 
armoured cruiser peacefully and dreamily rock- 
ing upon the blue water a few miles off. 



Chapter X 


ON TO SANAA 

At five o’clock in the afternoon of the ninth of 
January, my men were all settled in their 
quarters, and 1 found myself free to consult 
with the heads of the civil and military author- 
ities at Hodeida with regard to my future 
course. There were two ways of getting back 
to Germany open to me : the one, overland, 
and the other, to continue on my way by sea. 
Marine charts I could obtain in Hodeida. His 
Excellency the Mutessarif of Hodeida, whose 
name was Raghib, and the colonel of the regi- 
ment stationed there, also named Raghib, sat to- 
gether in consultation with me that afternoon. 

I learned at once, and much to my regret, 
that the railway did not exist. At the same 
time I received information with regard to the 
English warships then in the Red Sea. These 
consisted chiefly of a number of gunboats and 
auxiliary cruisers, which could be seen almost 
daily to the northward of Hodeida, and which 
were maintaining a sort of blockade line. 

To continue in the Choising under these 
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been excellent ; but they now began to 
show the effects of the extreme climate. In 
Hodeida the days were terribly hot, the nights 
very cool. The men of our crew slept in the 
Turkish barracks along with the soldiers of the 
Turkish garrison. 

In Arabia, houses and barracks are con- 
structed very differently from those in our own 
climate. The barracks provided for my men 
consisted of a framework of thin boards covered 
with matting and straw. They slept side by 
side on a sort of divan, the cushions of which 
were stuffed with straw. The water especially 
was unwholesome, and had to be boiled before it 
was fit to drink. As a preventive measure 
against malarial infection, we had to take 
quinine continuously. But, in spite of all our 
precautions, cases of dysentery and malaria 
soon began to develop among us. I therefore 
decided to take my men into the mountains. 
Sanaa, which is the chief city of Yemen, was 
recommended to me as being a very healthy 
place, the water conditions good, and the 
climate closely resembling that of Europe. 
Since our journey overland lay by way of 
Sanaa, it was quite as convenient to await the 
completion of our preparations for it at that 
place as at Hodeida. I decided therefore to start 
on our march to Sanaa on the Kaiser’s birthday. 
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Before leaving Hodeida, we celebrated the 
anniversary of our Emperor’s birth by cere- 
monies in which the entire Turkish garrison 
participated, as did also the whole Turko- 
Arabian populace, in their own peculiarly 
enthusiastic fashion. I had in the meantime 
succeeded in procuring new clothes for my men. 
Although this, their latest uniform, did not 
exactly conform to home regulations — especi- 
ally the tropical hat designed by myself after 
the pattern of the hats worn by the colonial 
troops, and decorated with a large cockade of 
red, white and black, the like of which, it is safe 
to say, had never before been seen in the navy 
— nevertheless the men presented a very trim 
appearance, and made an excellent impression. 

The entire garrison marched to the parade 
square for the ceremony. My little company 
of men stood in the middle, surrounded by the 
Turkish troops. Together with the Turkish 
commander, I passed the combined troops in 
review ; I then made a speech in German in 
honour of the Kaiser, and ended with three 
cheers for him, in which our Turkish comrades- 
in-arms joined with enthusiasm. After the 
cheers for our Emperor had been given, the 
Turkish commander called for three cheers for 
the Sultan. A parade march by the combined 
troops closed the ceremonies. With band 
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playing and flags flying, my men then marched 
off to a feast — mutton and rice — spread for 
them in the barracks. The officers were in- 
vited by the heads of the local authorities to 
a banquet — mutton and rice — ^at the palace 
of the Mayor of Hodeida. Here, also, the 
heartiest goodwill was expressed in the toasts 
that were exchanged. At five o’clock in the 
afternoon we started on our march to Sanaa. 

In the Arabian desert it is only possible to 
travel at night, as the heat of the day is too 
intense to be borne by either man or beast. 
Marching on foot is out of the question, even 
at night. Everybody rides. We also had to 
follow this custom until we reached the foot of 
the mountains. 

The animals placed at our disposal were 
horses, mules and donkeys. Our baggage was 
transported by means of a special caravan of 
camels. It was no light task to keep this newly 
organised company together at the start, for 
this was the first time that some of my blue- 
jackets had ever been astride a four-footed 
creature. The fun began at once with the 
mounting, and there were some very ludicrous 
scenes. Some of the men took advantage of 
the time before we started on the march to 
practise rapid dismounting, many of them 
taking their saddles along with them in the 
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attempt. However, relations of friendship suf- 
ficient to ensure against the occurrence of any 
serious misunderstanding were soon established 
between each rider and his mount, and the 
caravan was ready to start. We were escorted 
for some distance by the Turkish officers and 
garrison. 

Soon Hodeida was left behind us in the dis- 
tance, and we were in the heart of the desert. 
As far as the eye could reach, there was nothing 
but sand — low flat sandhills overgrown with 
dry grass. Roads, of course, there were none ; 
tracks in the sand, made by the passing of other 
caravans — that was all. Our march was fre- 
quently interrupted by a halt, for in the begin- 
ning, especially, it happened every little while 
that one of the men devoted an excess of 
energy to guiding and mastering his steed, and 
the ensuing duel usually ended in the humilia- 
tion of the rider. The next thing to be done 
then was to catch the riderless beast, which 
was making the most of its freedom, a duty 
which usually devolved upon the offieers, as 
they were the only ones who could ride. With 
the donkeys and the mules this was no small 
undertaking. Hardly had we eome up to one 
of these animals than it would turn and lash 
out vigorously with its hind legs, and it 
would then require all the diplomacy and 
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cunning at our command to get hold of it 
again. That these diversions should not cause 
us too great a loss of time, one of the officers 
always rode at the rear of the caravan to 
round up the riderless steeds and the steedless 
riders, and form them into a sort of rearguard. 

As the nights were elear and bright with 
moonlight, we found our way very easily. We 
rode the whole night through, stopping only 
oceasionally for a half-hour’s rest. Then we all 
flung ourselves down in the sand, just where 
we happened to be, slung our reins round one 
arm or tied them to one of our legs, and so 
found rest for our weary bodies, weary from 
the strain of the long eontinued ride. 

The region through whieh we were travelling 
was not eonsidered a wholly safe one. Robbery 
and attacks upon small caravans were the order 
of the day. As early as the second night out, we 
had an experience of this kind ourselves. Sud- 
denly, in the moonlight, there appeared on one 
side of our road a dozen or more men mounted 
on camels. The Turkish gendarmes that had 
been sent with us as an escort, and to guide 
us on the way, declared them to be robbers, 
and immediately got their rifles ready to shoot. 
When the men on the eamels saw the size of 
our caravan, they vanished among the sandhills 
quite as suddenly as they had appeared. 
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On the third day we had completed the 
journey across the broad strip of desert which 
lies at the foot of the mountains, and we were 
now entering the mountain region. Quite 
abruptly, almost perpendicularly, the moun- 
tains rise from out of the flat desert country, 
and attain a height of some 11,000 feet.‘ The 
route now became more difficult. Over loose 
stones, through dry beds of rivers and brooks, 
we climbed slowly upwards. At last we were 
again surrounded by trees and bushes, and the 
vegetation became quite luxuriant. On many 
of the highest peaks Arab castles were to be seen. 
The Arabs of this region seem to delight in 
placing their dwellings on as great and inaccess- 
ible heights as possible. At every point where 
a steep cliff or a narrow defile makes the upward 
way a difficult one, some Arab had built himself 
a castle, frequently large and imposing in appear- 
ance, a veritable little fortress in itself. It was 
almost as though we had suddenly been 
transported back into the Middle Ages. 

The people were very friendly, and we met 
with a pleasant greeting everywhere. Our 
periods of rest were usually spent in the cara- 
vansaries provided for the Turkish troops. For 
some days our road lay through a picturesque 

'This is an exaggeration. The highest mountain in Arabia is 
only 8,600 feet high. — J. G. L. 
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mountain region, and then brought us directly 
in front of a lofty mountain ridge that seemed 
to block our progress completely, so that we did 
not know which way to turn. It was a steep, 
well-nigh perpendicular wall of rock. A ser- 
pentine path, most difficult to climb, brought 
us to the summit of the ridge, after hours of 
exertion. It was a road by no means free from 
danger. On the one side of us the wall of rock 
rose straight up ; on the other side it dropped 
straight down. A road, in the ordinary sense 
of the word, it really was not. It was no 
more than a bridle path worn into the rock by 
many long years of travel, often blocked by a 
great boulder, and made dangerous with many 
rolling stones. 

The pack animals showed wonderful ability 
and power of endurance. Often we came to 
places so dangerous that I gave orders to dis- 
mount and lead the animals. As a whole, 
however, the men had come to be quite good 
riders by this time. We bought eggs and milk 
on the way whenever we had an opportunity 
to do so. We carried our cooking utensils with 
us on one of the animals. An officer, the cook, 
and another man always preceded the caravan, 
as a small number of men can travel faster than 
a larger company. In this way our meals were 
always ready for us when we arrived at the 
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appointed place. This was a distinct advan- 
tage for the men, for the journey was a very 
fatiguing one, and every hour of sleep was of 
importance. 

I had arranged for a longer halt to be made 
at Menakha. This is a small town situated on 
the highest point of the principal mountain 
ridge. From thence the road winds gradually 
downward until it reaches an extensive plateau 
on which Sanaa is situated. In Menakha we 
were given a pleasant welcome by both the 
Turkish troops and the people. At a point 
some hours distant from the little town, we 
found the commandant, together with his 
corps of officers and the troops, awaiting us. 
A crowd of several hundred people had come 
with them. Together with the Turkish soldiery, 
we covered the last part of the way to Menakha, 
while before us went a great crowd of 
picturesquely dressed Arabs, carrying on a 
sort of performance, and dancing to the 
accompaniment of a peculiar kind of song. 

Excellent provision had been made for us at 
Menakha. On account of the weather condi- 
tions here, the buildings are all of stone. My 
men found large barracks awaiting them, in 
which every comfort had been provided, and 
where an abundant and appetising meal was 
in readiness. For the officers, accommodation 
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had been prepared in the hotel of the town, 
the only hotel that I ever saw in Arabia. It 
could even boast of real beds. So far we had 
slept on cursis, which consist of a wooden 
framework filled in with a matting of bast. 
Menakha lies at a height of about 10,000 feet, * 
and we often saw the clouds below us. The 
days were cool, and the nights were bitterly 
cold. 

We remained in Menakha for two days. I 
took advantage of this time to visit a number 
of the Arab dignitaries in their homes. The 
rooms in all Arab houses are white throughout, 
while the windows are set with bright coloured 
glass — blue, red and yellow. Along the walls 
are low, comfortable divans and cushions. On 
the carpet, in the middle of the room, stands 
a large brass table on which are the nargilehs. * 
According to the custom of the country, we 
were always offered a cup of Mocha coffee on 
these occasions, and we spent many a pleasant 
hour smoking and chatting as best we could 
with our Arab hosts. 

From Menakha our way lay downhill again. 
The Turks were improving the condition of 
their roads here, and for some distance 
from the town we followed a fine, broad and 


' Sec note on page 180 . — J. G. L. 
* Oriental water pipes. 



1B4 The * Ayesha ’ 

newly made road leading down into the valley, 
a highway that compared favourably with any 
in Europe. Our journey now took us through 
some wonderful mountain scenery. To see 
camels grazing by the wayside, nibbling at the 
tops of low trees, never ceased to be a marvel- 
lous sight to us. Occasionally, too, we caught 
a glimpse of a lot of baboons, but, often as we 
tried, we never got a shot at one of them. By 
this time the horsemanship of my troop had 
improved to such a degree that we could 
maintain a very respectable formation, and 
now and again could even ride at an easy trot. 

The seventh day of our journey found us 
approaching the capital city. From the heights, 
on our way through the passes, we could look 
down upon a wide and fruitful plateau, sprinkled 
with many villages and towns, among which 
Sanaa could readily be distinguished by its 
size. Turkish officers had ridden out to meet 
us. Just outside the city the whole garrison 
stood lined up, and received us with bands 
playing gaily. ‘ Deutschland, Deutschland 
iiber Alles ’ greeted our ears. The heads of 
the civil and military authorities came on 
horseback or in carriages. The people also 
showed a lively interest in our arrival. Even 
the French consul, who was being detained in 
the city as a measure of retaliation, appeared 
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on the balcony of his house. We had come 
in contact with his English colleague on our 
way hither, although without meeting him 
face to face. It must have given him a shock 
of surprise suddenly to hear ‘ The Watch on 
the Rhine ’ sung in his home in the heart of 
the Arabian mountains. 

Unfortunately Sanaa was not as healthful 
a place as we had hoped to find it. Owing to 
its great altitude it is very cold there even 
during the daytime. It takes some time to 
get accustomed to the climate. A few days 
after our arrival, eighty per cent, of my men 
were sick with fever, and unfit to continue 
the march. We suffered especially with 
sudden and severe attacks of cramp in the 
stomach, and from colds. 

The city of Sanaa is a most interesting one. 
It is divided into three sections — the Jewish, the 
Arab and the Turkish quarters. The city is 
entirely surrounded by brick walls, and is so 
built as to form a fortress. Within this fortress 
the three quarters of the tovm constitute three 
distinct fortresses, each enclosed within its own 
wall, and within each of these, every in- 
dividual home is itself a little citadel. All the 
streets and roads are enclosed within high 
walls, and are so laid out that, like our trenches, 
they can be swept throughout their entire 
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length by rifle-fire from certain vantage points. 
The reason for building the towns in this peculiar 
fashion is to be found in the very unsafe condi- 
tions that prevail. Yemen has always had the 
reputation of being the most turbulent of the 
Turkish provinces, and in past years violent 
encounters between the Arabs and the Turks 
were the order of the day. Frequently these 
were of so serious a nature that the towns were 
defended by garrisons. Sanaa, also, had been 
starved into surrender by the Arabs only a 
decade ago. Since that time, however, peace 
and quiet have reigned in the land. 

After a fortnight spent in Sanaa, we learned 
that the difficulties of the journey overland 
were so great that, after all, it would be im- 
possible for me to get my men safely through 
by this route. The sickness among them 
compelled me to remain another fortnight in 
idleness. By that time, though still weak, the 
sick had so far recovered as to be able to ride 
their animals. 

So we started on our return journey to 
Hodeida, there again to entrust ourselves to 
the sea. 



Chapter XI 


SHIPWRECK 

Our return from Sanaa was accomplished in 
the same manner as we had travelled thither, 
and without hindrance of any kind. In order 
to make arrangements for our onward journey 
by sea, I had taken a few of my men with me 
and hurried on ahead of the caravan. In this 
way I succeeded in getting to Hodeida a day 
and a half ahead of the others. It took the 
caravan eight days to get there. To be sure, 
our little advance guard had spent both day 
and night in the saddle, the only halts being 
made when we changed animals. 

As the Choising had been sent on, and there 
was nothing in the way of steamboats to be 
had at Hodeida, there was but one thing left 
for us to do — ^to continue our journey in 
zambuks. A zambuk is a small sailing boat 
much in use all along the Arabian coast, and 
is provided with a dhow sail. 

I procured two such boats in Hodeida, 
each about forty feet long and twelve feet 
wide. These two zambuks I sent to Yabana, a 
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little bay to the north of Hodeida. Because of 
the French armoiu:ed cruiser, still sleepily 
rocking at anchor, a departure from the harbour 
of Hodeida was out of the question for me. 
The Frenchman might accidentally have a spell 
of wakefulness. As I was aware that the 
country was swarming with English and French 
spies, I took pains to spread abroad the report 
that it was our intention to sail from Isa 
Bay on the thirteenth of March. It happened 
just as I had foreseen. On the afternoon of the 
twelfth of March the little and out-of-the-way 
Isa Bay, where no house, nor tree, nor bush is 
to be seen, and where there is hardly any water, 
was honoured for the first time since the begin- 
ning of the war by the presence of an English 
gunboat, which hunted for us with its search- 
light all up and down the shore. Poor 
fellows ! How they must have wondered where 
we were ! 

On the fourteenth of March, at five o’clock in 
the afternoon, my fleet sailed from Yabana. 
The Imperial ensign flew proudly at the 
mast-head of my flagship, and, with three 
cheers for his Majesty the Emperor, we began 
our onward journey. The flagship of the 
vice-admiral was in command of Lieutenant 
Gerdts. We made up for the total lack of any 
further ships in the fleet by our absolutely 
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correct discipline. As the second zambuk was 
somewhat larger than mine, the sick were put 
aboard it. Malaria, dysentery and typhus 
were still prevalent among the men, of whom 
there were always one or two so ill as to cause 
us the gravest anxiety. Under no circum- 
stances, however, would I have been willing to 
leave any of them behind, for their only hope 
of improvement lay in a change of climate. 

With regard to the English, I had kept my- 
self posted up to the last minute as best I could, 
and I was aware that an English blockade was 
being maintained by two gunboats, together 
with the auxiliary cruiser Empress of Rmsia, in 
a line extending from Loheia across Kamaran, 
Jebel Sebejir to Jebel Soghair. My problem 
now was how I could run this blockade with 
my ships. To avoid the possibility of both 
boats being captured at the same time, I gave 
Lieutenant Gerdts orders to separate from me. 
A meeting-place farther to the north was 
appointed, where we were to wait for each 
other. 

Soon the other zambuk was lost to sight in the 
darkness of the approaching night. Now, for 
the first time, our lucky star forsook us, for, as 
the day dawned, the wind died away entirely, 
and, after the sun had risen, we discovered to 

our extreme discomfiture that we were exactly 
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where we had no wish to be, namely, right in 
the middle of the English blockade line. We 
expected at any moment to see the mast-head 
of an English ship appear above the horizon. 
Our frame of mind was not of the happiest. The 
absence of wind detained us more surely than 
the most superior of foes could have done. 
But it had not been without a good reason that 
I had delayed our departure to the end of the 
week. I was sufficiently familiar with English 
customs to know that English gentlemen are dis- 
inclined to work during week-ends — that is, on 
Saturdays and Sundays. And nothing did, in 
fact, come in sight during the entire day. 

The breeze, which set in during the course 
of the afternoon, helped us onward consider- 
ably, and by evening, soon after sunset, we 
could go to rest with the comfortable assurance 
that with two sailing boats, and making but 
little headway, we had succeeded in running 
the English blockade. 

With my flat-bottomed zambuks it was 
possible for me to shape my further course so 
as to keep within the coral reefs of the Farsan 
Bank. This is a dangerous and very long coral 
bank having an extent of about three hundred 
and fifty nautical miles, and near which large 
ships dare not venture. It is not wholly free 
from danger even for small craft. In the course 
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of the following day, my second zambuk came 
in sight, and received orders to keep by me. 

Life on the zambuks was rather pleasant and 
quite cosy. We did not have an abundance of 
room, of course. Including the interpreter, the 
pilot, and the Arabs we had taken with us to 
work the sails and the ships, we num- 
bered thirty-five men to each zambuk. With a 
length of forty feet and a width of twelve, 
it can be readily seen that but little space 
could be allotted to each man. Moreover, a 
large part of each boat had to be devoted to the 
storing of provisions, water, ammunition and 
the machine-guns. To protect ourselves, in a 
measure at least, from the burning rays of the 
sun, we stretched woollen blankets across the 
ship so as to be able to keep our heads in the 
shade. Our culinary department was not run 
on a lavish scale. In each zambuk there was a 
small open fireplace lined with tin. Here 
meals for thirty persons had to be cooked. We 
tried to make our meals as varied as possible 
with the limited means at our disposal. Thus, 
for instance, if we had tough mutton with rice 
and gravy on one day, we would have rice with 
gravy and tough mutton on the next, and on 
the third day, there would be gravy with tough 
mutton and rice, and so on. 

Our boats made but very slow progress. 
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Often we were becalmed, and there were 
frequent struggles with head winds and oppos- 
ing currents. Nor were these troubles from 
without our only ones, for there were conflicts 
within our boat as well. These raged most 
fiercely at night, for then the cockroaches, 
bedbugs and lice were especially active. All 
articles of clothing that were not in use had to 
be tied fast to something for fear they might 
run away. In the morning, as soon as the 
sun was up, every man of us pulled off his shirt, 
and the general ‘ morning louse hunt ’ was begun. 
The record number for one shirt was seventy- 
four. 

On the seventeenth of March I signalled to 
my fleet : ‘ I intend to anchor in the evening.’ 
According to our pilot, we were getting into a 
vicinity where the reefs made it unsafe for 
even our small craft to sail at night. By six 
o’clock in the evening we were drawing near 
to the island of Marka, where we were to 
anchor. Our pilot was conducting us to our 
anchorage. My zamhuk led the way. The 
second one followed at a distance of two hun- 
dred yards. There was a pretty stiff breeze 
blowing, with correspondingly high seas, and 
we were looking forward with eagerness to 
getting a little rest in the lee of the shelter- 
ing island. But we had reckoned without 
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our host in the person of our capable Arab 
pilot. He directed our course so skilfully that 
my boat suddenly struck a coral reef. A 
second and a third time she pounded, so hard 
that I had grave fears for the safety of the boat. 
The next moment we were free of the reef, 
however, and in deeper water. I dropped an- 
chor at once. Then, in order to keep the boat 
behind us from running aground upon the same 
reef, I quickly gave her captain orders by signs 
and shouts to hold off This he did, but his 
boat was already so far in the midst of the 
reefs that, in endeavouring to avoid one reef, 
he struck another. In an instant I saw a 
flag run up, a sign that something had hap- 
pened. The next moment the boat dipped 
slowly. From the motion of the mast, I knew 
that the boat was pounding. Suddenly it dis- 
appeared — only the top of the mast could be 
seen slanting out of the water. It was now 
almost sundown. 

Night sets in very suddenly in these 
southern latitudes. Ten minutes after the 
sun has set, it is absolutely dark. There was 
no moon at the time. Instant help was there- 
fore necessary. Up went the sail on our 
zambuk. All hands set to work. The anchor 
was pulled up, and by a difficult manoeuvre, in 
which we came near running aground again, 
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we got away, and hastened to the relief of our 
comrades. I took my boat as close to the sub- 
merged zambuk as possible, and cast anchor 
again. But on account of the reef I was 
obliged to keep at a distance of four hundred 
yards. We had no small boats that we could 
send to and fro. Each zambuk carried but 
a single dugout — a very small and narrow 
paddle boat, made from a single tree-trunk, 
and capable of carrying no more than two men 
at the most. With the high seas running at 
the time, their usefulness was a matter of doubt. 
Nevertheless, I sent mine out at once. 

In the meantime it had grown dark. We 
had a lantern aboard our zambuk, but all the 
many attempts we made to light it, in order to 
show our ship’s position, failed, as the strong 
wind that was blowing extinguished the light 
again and again. ‘ Torchlights ! ’ was my next 
order. We had taken with us a few torches 
from both the Emden and the Choising for pos- 
sible cases of emergency. These were now 
brought out and nailed up. The fuses worked 
all right, but the torches refused to burn. 
They had grown too damp in the many months 
that we had earried them about with us. 

Suddenly, out of the darkness of the night, 
I heard voices rising from the water just be- 
hind us. The first men from the foundered 
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zamhuk had reached us, and, unable to see us 
in the darkness, they were swimming past us. 
By shouting, by whistling with the boatswain’s 
whistle, we tried to call them back, and, after 
some anxious moments, we succeeded in doing 
so. The men had swum away from the other 
zambuk, and, having nothing else to guide 
them, they had followed a star that shone down 
from the direction of our boat. How many of 
the men were in the water we had, of course, no 
means of knowing. My anxiety for them was 
great, knowing, as I did, that the water in this 
vicinity is full of sharks. My greatest concern, 
however, was for the sick, and I wondered what 
had been done for them, for many of them were 
too weak to help themselves. What was 
needed above all else now, was for us to show a 
light. As every other means had failed us, I 
made the men bring wood, pile it together, pour 
petroleum on it, and, little heeding the 
danger we ran of setting our boat on fire, we put 
a light to it. In the fire thus kindled, we held 
our torches until they were dry enough to burn. 
At the same time we set off a few white fire- 
balls that we had with us, and which, thank 
God, were still in good condition, although by 
firing off these rockets we revealed our presence 
to other ships for miles around. 

At last the two dugouts returned. They 
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were rowed by one man, and in each one lay 
one of the sick. The others, who were too ill 
to do anything for themselves, were either 
brought aboard our boat in the same way, or 
else they were tied to one of the dugouts and 
towed along in the water. Meanwhile, all 
those who could swim were arriving from every 
side. The men who could not swim — and 
there were a number of these — had put on life- 
belts, and were paddling along as best 
they could. One after another they came 
aboard. Soon there were fifty of us in my 
little zambuk, and then it settled so low in the 
water that it was evident it would hold no 
more. I therefore ordered everything that 
could possibly be spared, including provisions 
and water, to be thrown overboard, in order to 
lighten the boat sufficiently to carry us all. 
Finally, all that was left us was our arms, 
ammunition, and food and water sufficient for 
three days. 

In the meantime our torches had burned low, 
and I was filled with anxiety lest their light 
would not hold out until the last man from 
the wrecked zambuk had come aboard. At 
last all were accounted for except the officers, 
and, with the arrival of the last one of these, 
the last torch died out. So, for the present 
at least, all were safe. The wrecked zambuk, 
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according to the reports of the officers in com- 
mand of it, lay hard aground on an abruptly 
descending coral reef, and we had reason to be 
grateful that at least the mast had remained 
above water. It might easily have happened 
that the zambuk had slipped down the side 
of the reef, and vanished into the deep. In 
that case all the sick would surely have been 
lost, and most likely some of the men who 
could not swim would also have been drowned. 

Near us lay another zambuk, which belonged 
to the Idriss tribe. The Idriss are an Arab 
race that is not very friendly to the Turks, and 
is especially averse from European influence of 
any kind. From this zambuk a canoe had 
been sent to the rescue when my second 
zambuk stranded. But as soon as it was dis- 
covered that we were Europeans — a circum- 
stance which was revealed by the tropical hat 
worn by our doctor — ^the canoe turned back 
and left our men to their fate. To continue 
our journey in my one greatly overladen boat 
was a very precarious undertaking — ^there were 
now some seventy persons aboard of her — 
and especially so in view of the very 
meagre supply of provisions we had with us. 
Therefore, just before sunrise, I sent our 
Arab interpreter to the Idriss zambuk to offer 
those in charge of it a large sum of money for 
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the use of their boat for a few days. They 
refused my offer flatly, however, saying that, 
should I offer them a hundred thousand pounds, 
they would do nothing for dogs of Christians. 
It would, of course, have been an easy matter 
for me to have made myself master of the 
desired zamhuk by force, and, indeed, it had 
been my intention to do so as soon as it should 
be fully day. I was very averse from such 
a proceeding, however. It might have had 
unpleasant consequences politically, for it 
involved the use of armed force against allies, 
even though these allies were but a race of 
wild and uncivilised people. 

But the day brought us better fortune ; our 
lucky star was once more in the ascendant. A 
stiff breeze was blowing from the south, which 
made it possible for me to sail even with my 
overloaded boat, as I could run before the 
wind. It gave us the promise of rapid progress 
during the day. So I left the Idriss boat in 
peace. 

We now hurried to save what we could 
from the wrecked zambuk. We wanted most 
of all to recover our arms. The zambuk had 
sunk still lower during the night. The mast 
was broken off, and the ship lay on the bottom 
tilted downward. By diving, we succeeded in 
recovering the two machine-guns, a few pistols 
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and a part of the ammunition. Everything 
else, our provisions, our clothing, and the like, 
was lost, and, unfortunately, our entire medical 
outfit as well. 

The stiff breeze from the south carried us in 
a single afternoon over a distance which it 
would have taken us about six days to cover 
under the previously existing conditions. 

By evening we had arrived at Kunfuda. 
Here we were given a most friendly welcome. 
As there had been no opportunity to make 
special preparations for our coming, a genuine 
Turkish meal was quickly made ready for us, 
and we ate it according to the local custom, 
without the use of plates, forks or knives. A 
whole sheep, boiled and stuffed with rice, was 
placed on the table. With eager hands we 
set to work to denude the bones of the meat 
that was on them, and with our fingers we put 
the rice into our mouths. At Kunfuda we 
met a Turkish Government official and his wife, 
who were also on their way to Constantinople, 
and who became our travelling companions. 
In the further coiirse of our journey this official 
rendered me good service as dragoman, that is, 
as interpreter. 

It was our good fortune to find a large zam- 
buk while we were in Kunfuda. We chartered 
it, and so were enabled to continue our journey 
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all together in one boat. Without meeting with 
further diffictilties of any kind, we reached El 
Lith in the afternoon of the twenty-fourth day 
of March. This town marks the northern ex- 
tremity of the Farsan Bank, between the coral 
reefs of which we had so far found safety from 
pursuit by our English foes. Our further 
course by water would now take us out into 
the open sea. It was evident that the English 
would do all in their power to capture us there. 
While in El Lith, chance placed in my hands 
a letter that had come from a merchant in 
Jedda. He wrote that Jedda was closely 
blockaded by English warships, and that not 
even a zambuk was allowed to enter the har- 
bour without inspection by the English. 

This prohibited our further journey by sea. 
There was therefore but one way open to us, 
and that lay overland. We remained in El Lith 
two days, just long enough to get together the 
animals needed for our caravan, to provide 
ourselves with the required amount of water, 
and to make all other necessary preparations 
for our onward march. 

In El Lith occurred the first death in our 
party. One of bur seamen, Keil, had been suffer- 
ing from a severe attack of typhus ever since 
our sojourn at Hodeida. The hardships of the 
shipwreck had proved too much for his already 
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exhausted body, and, as our medical stores had 
all been lost, we could not even give him 
medical aid as we journeyed on. He died on 
the twenty-seventh of March, at three o’clock 
in the morning. Two of his comrades watched 
at his bier, as they had at his bedside through- 
out his illness. We made a rowing-boat ready, 
sewed the body in sailcloth, and weighted it 
with stones. The ensign was then draped over 
it, and on this was laid the hat and bared 
sword of the dead. After a brief religious 
service, we laid the body of our comrade in the 
boat, and, taking it out to where the water was 
deep, we committed it to its last resting-place. 
Three volleys resounded over his watery grave. 
We did not deem it wise to give our dead a 
burial on land, as, in all likelihood, the wild 
and fanatical people of the country would 
have disturbed his last sleep. 

On the twenty-eighth of March we began 
our onward journey. 



Chapter XII 


THE ATTACK 

It did not prove an altogether easy task to 
collect in El Lith all the camels that we needed 
for our journey. El Lith is a very small town 
with a population numbering only a few hun- 
dreds, and with no commercial activities 
whatever. To facilitate matters with regard 
to our journey, I thought it advisable to pay 
my respects to the Sheikh of El Lith. Never 
before had a Christian entered his home. 

The medium of our conversation was my 
dragoman. After the customary felicitations 
had been exchanged, the sheikh invited me to 
dine with him. His house was a hut put to- 
gether of boards and matting, and without 
windows of any kind. Along two sides of the 
room stood divans covered with skins. The 
walls were hung with weapons. The rest of 
the furniture of the room consisted of smoking 
utensils. Throughout the entire time before 
dinner, cups of coffee and of a sort of lemon- 
ade were passed around. The coffee was of the 
Arabian variety, viz., in its preparation the 
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husks of the coffee beans, and not the beans 
themselves, are boiled. The result is a bitter 
drink not at all palatable to Europeans, but 
which, for the sake of politeness, must be 
swallowed under any circumstances. The 
preparations for the meal were begun while 
we were sitting in the room. First of all, quite 
a large round mat of woven straw was laid on 
the bare earth in the middle of the room. 
Then servants brought in rice, which was 
heaped in a huge mound in the middle of the 
mat. A few jars of mixed pickles completed 
the course. Instead of sitting, we lay down 
at the table. Spoons were provided, however. 
Soon we were all cheerfully doing our best to 
diminish the mountain of rice. Meanwhile 
the meat course had arrived at the front of the 
house. It consisted of a whole roast sheep, 
which, as such, did not make its appearance on 
the table, however. Knives and forks there 
were none. Two servants, detailed for this 
special duty, tore the roast sheep into pieces with 
their hands, and placed before each one of us, 
on the mat, the piece that was intended for him. 

In the course of the two days that we had 
to spend in El Lith, we succeeded in getting 
together about ninety camels. With this num- 
ber we could begin our march. The sheikh 
assured us that we would meet with the others 
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en route on the following day. I purchased a 
large number of straw mats and distributed 
them among my men. Later, these mats 
proved an excellent protection against the heat 
of the sun. Our caravan left El Lith in the even- 
ing, and we began our march into the desert. 
Most of the camels carried only baggage, 
especially water, ammunition, the machine- 
guns and provisions. The water prospects for 
our journey were far from favourable. I had 
to reckon with the possibility of travelling for 
days without being able to replenish our water 
supply. 

A journey on camels is necessarily a slow 
one. To begin with, the camel is not a speedy 
traveller ; furthermore, ours was a caravan 
of ninety camels at the start, and, later, of one 
hundred and ten. The camels on which the 
officers rode were the only ones that were 
allowed to run free. All the others were 
fastened together by ropes, the muzzle of one 
being tied by a rope of about four yards’ 
length to the tail of the one in front of it. 
Naturally, the long line of camels thus formed 
could not move with the rapidity of a single 
animal, since the rate of progress of the whole 
line had to be kept down to the pace of the 
slowest camel. Moreover, frequent halts had 
to be made, to readjust packs that had slipped. 
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to mend a broken saddle-girth, to recover a 
saddle that had slipped off, and for other like 
causes of delay. 

We kept to a route that follows the coast 
close to the sea. This entire region is con- 
sidered unsafe, robbery and attacks upon 
passing caravans being the order of the day. 
From the time we left El Lith, our rifles were 
therefore kept loaded, and at hand. We 
were fortunate in that the nights were bright 
with the light of a full moon. As a rule, we 
began the day’s march at four o’clock in the 
afternoon, and arrived at nine or ten in the 
morning at the place where we were to rest. 
On an average, we spent about fourteen to 
eighteen hours a day in the saddle. As camels 
have a vile gait, it is very fatiguing to ride them. 

The water places that we passed were mere 
holes dug into the sand of the desert, and were 
from forty to fifty feet deep. The water is ob- 
tained by lowering leather bags into them. The 
word water, in its European sense, is a misnomer 
for this evil-smelling, brown or black, thick fluid, 
swarming with insects. At the bottom of 
some of the water holes a dead dog or sheep 
could be seen. To drink it unboiled was there- 
fore utterly out of the question. It frequently 
had a brackish taste also. 

On setting out from El Lith we were escorted 
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by a Turkish officer and seven gendarmes. In 
addition, we were always accompanied by the 
sheikh of the district through which we 
happened to be passing, for it is customary in 
these parts to take with one, as hostage, the 
person who is responsible for the safety of the 
country. Such precautions are not looked 
upon as being anything unusual here. In this 
way our march proceeded without interruption 
of any kind until the thirty-first day of March. 

At about eleven o’clock on the morning of 
this day we arrived at a watering place which 
is but a dav’s march distant from Jedda, 
our next objective. At this water hole we 
found an officer and seventeen gendarmes, who 
had been sent from Jedda to meet us and 
to bring us the greetings of our Turkish allies 
and of the civil authorities of Jedda. They 
had also brought us a liberal supply of water. 
We camped at the water hole as usual, stretched 
o\ir straw mats and woollen blankets over the 
low, thorny desert growth and crawled under 
them far enough to find protection for our 
heads at least from the scorching heat of the 
sun. 

Cooking was always the first thing under- 
taken after we had settled down. Dry wood 
was gathered along the way by all of the men, 
and so a fire was quickly started. On it our 
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usual meal of rice and, if we were lucky, of 
mutton was soon prepared. 

When I saw the men who had been sent 
out from Jedda to meet us, I supposed that 
the most dangerous part of our journey was 
behind us. We were now getting into the 
vicinity of a town in which there was stationed 
a Turkish garrison of about three hundred 
men, and I said to myself that if seventeen 
men could come through unmolested from 
Jedda to us, then surely we, a company of 
fifty men, would be able to travel the same 
road to Jedda in safety. 

This district is inhabited by a tribe that is 
composed wholly of direct descendants of the 
Prophet, but which nevertheless is notorious 
for its uncivilised ways and its robberies. 
‘ Father of the Wolf ’ is the very appropriate 
name by which this part of the country is 
known. 

As usual, we began our onward march at 
four o’clock in the afternoon. Our road now 
led us somewhat away from the sea. The 
country round about consists wholly of flat 
sand-drifts. One can never see more than 
about four hundred yards ahead. Hardly 
has one sandhill been passed before an- 
other looms up to shut out the view. The 
drifts are overgrown with tufts of grass 
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attaining a height of about two feet. We were 
trotting slowly along in the moonlight when 
suddenly, on our right, from beyond the usual 
course followed by caravans, there appeared 
a number of Bedouin, about twelve or fifteen 
riding at a quick trot, who vanished in 
the direction from which we had come. This 
looked rather suspicious, for as a rule cara- 
vans do not depart from the routes that have 
been trodden for thousands of years. Still less 
is it customary to ride off into the desert at 
a quick trot in the night-time. Our Turkish 
escort also took these men to be robbers, and 
told us that there had been talk in Jed da of 
a band of robbers, numbering about forty, by 
which this part of the country was infested. 

Before I left El Lith I had notified the author- 
ities at Jedda, as well as those at Mecca, of our 
coming, sol had reason to believe that the whole 
country round about was aware of our approach. 
Everybody knew, therefore, that our company 
was not one of the usual merchant caravans, 
with little armed protection, but that, on the 
contrary, we were a company of fifty well- 
armed men, who were, moreover, carrying with 
them four machine-guns. A rumour of forty 
roaming bandits therefore caused me little dis- 
turbance of mind. Nevertheless, that I might 
have my men better in hand, and be prepared 
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for any emergency, I took the precaution to 
divide our one long line of camels into two 
lines of fifty each. The men were given orders 
not to go to sleep on their camels, the rifles 
were all examined, and everything was in readi- 
ness for prompt action. The orders to my men 
were, once for all : ‘ Rally to your commander.’ 

The officers were riding at the head of the 
caravan. When the first signs of the coming 
day began to appear behind the mountains 
that rose on our right from the flat sur- 
face of the desert, I supposed that all occasion 
for anxiety was now passed, as Bedouin never 
make their attacks by daylight. So I slung 
my rifle across my saddle, unbuckled my heavy 
cartridge belt, and rode slowly down the line 
to see whether everything was in order. 

I had got no farther than the middle of the 
caravan when I suddenly heard a loud, shrill 
whistle that was instantly followed by a volley 
of rifle fire. From every side bullets poured 
into our caravan incessantly, and at close 
range. The hum and whistle of the bullets 
made such a noise that the commands I shouted 
could not be heard. I grabbed my rifle, held 
it up, jumped from my camel, and, followed 
by my men, ran to the head of the caravan. 
Here the firing from both sides was well under 
way. From out of the dusk of the early morning 
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came the flash of the enemy’s rifles at a distance 
of about eighty yards. The riflemen them- 
selves we could not see, any more than they 
could probably see us, when we lay on the 
ground. The tall forms of the camels, on the 
other hand, must have been quite visible to 
the enemy, and it was at these, most likely, 
that their fire was chiefly directed. The only 
guide to the position of our foes was the flash 
of their shots. As we were being fired at from 
every side, it was difficult to decide in which 
direction to turn first. The larger number of 
my men was with me at the front. A few of 
them had been given orders to remain with 
the rear of the caravan. 

The most important thing for us to do now 
was to get our most effective weapons, the 
machine-guns, into play. Of these, two were 
strapped on camels at the head of the caravan, 
and two at the rear. In a few minutes we had 
the machine-guns in action, and hardly had 
their volleys rattled over the enemy’s lines 
when silence reigned there. This turn in affairs 
had evidently not been expected. We took 
advantage of this lull in the enemy’s fire to 
pull down the camels that were still standing, 
so that they would not form so easy a target, 
to distribute ammunition, and to get together. 

The heaviest fire had poured down upon us 
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from the left front, and it was therefore 
in this direction that I now led my men. 
Our armament consisted, all told, of 
the four machine-guns, thirteen German and 
three modern Turkish rifles, together with ten 
old Turkish rifles that I had secured in Kun- 
fuda to replace those lost with the wrecked 
zamhuk. Of these, the three modern Turkish 
rifles had been distributed among the officers. 
In addition, w'e had twenty-four pistols among 
us, which, however, could only be of service 
in an encounter at close range. What the 
strength of the enemy was we could not tell 
as yet. There might be from sixty to eighty 
men firing rapidly, or there might be many 
more who fired slowly. Their number was 
soon to be revealed to us by the coming day. 
When it was fully light, we could see that 
within our immediate vicinity the sandhills 
were black with Bedouin. 

My men behaved splendidly. Not one of 
them showed the least perturbation, in spite of 
the overwhelming superiority in numbers shown 
by the enemy, of whom there must have been 
at least three hundred. With one accord the 
bayonets appeared on all the rifles, although 
no order to that effect had been given. During 
a moment of hesitation at the very outset of 
the firing, which had now begun in good 



162 The * Ayesha ’ 

earnest, and before I had fully decided what it 
was best to do, the answer to ray question came 
from the man at ray right, who called to rae. 

“ Well, what is it ? ” I asked. 

“ How soon are we going to do it, sir ? ” 

“ Do what ? ” was ray question in reply. 

“ Why, rush the enemy ” came the answer 
from this eighteen-year-old boy. 

“Goodman! You’re right. Up! Charge!” 

With a hearty cheer we were up and rushing 
the enemy’s line. No doubt such tactics were 
a novelty to Bedouin, used to attacking a 
caravan. At any rate, the enemy’s fire ceased 
almost entirely. As our shining bayonets came 
closer to our foes, they quickly took to flight, 
followed by our rifle fire, w'hich visibly thinned 
their ranks. First, we charged to our left, 
then to the front, and then to the right. It was 
not necessary to follow the same tactics to the 
rear, as there the enemy had disappeared 
entirely. 

As a result, the narrow circle within which 
we had been hemmed by the enemy had 
now been widened to one of about 1,200 
yards’ radius. The firing had stopped alto- 
gether. I now assembled my men close by 
the caravan. The machine-guns remained in 
position, in readiness to keep off the enemy, 
as well as to attack them. 
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In spite of the close range at which the shots 
had poured in upon us, we had, thank God, 
only one man wounded among the Germans of 
my company. A little surprise was in store for 
me, however, when I looked about me for my 
friends of the Arab escort. There is a German 
saying which runs, ‘ He counts his dear ones 
that are present, to find his six increased to 
seven.’ In my case the situation was reversed. 
Instead of twenty-four gendarmes, we now had 
only seven. There were no dead. The missing 
were found when we reached Jedda. Nearly 
all of the Arabs we still had with us had been 
shot in the leg. This was accounted for 
by the fact that, instead of advancing 
towards the enemy, they had taken cover 
among the camels. My men, who had lain in 
the sand some thirty to forty yards distant 
from the camels, had escaped the enemy’s fire, 
which had passed over them. Our foes had 
aimed at the camels, and so, before our Arabs 
could pull the animals to their knees, to find 
complete shelter behind them, the enemy’s 
bullets, in passing between the legs of the 
camels, had found a mark in the limbs of the 
heroes who had sought refuge there. 

Of the enemy’s losses we knew nothing at all. 
But, as we charged past the evacuated positions 
where they had lain, we counted fifteen dead. 
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It is the custom with Bedouin immediately to 
remove all weapons from the bodies of their 
fallen comrades. As this had been done 
with all but one of the dead, only one of their 
rifles fell into our hands. It was a breech- 
loader of the most modern English construction, 
and was gratefully added to our own equip- 
ment. All the distant sandhills were still full 
of Bedouin, as we could see. In so far as pos- 
sible, each one of those who showed themselves 
within range of our rifle fire received his share 
of it, the moral effect produced being the 
principal object in view for the time being. 

We could not very well remain lying in the 
place where we were. I had at first thought 
that we were dealing with a band of brigands, 
whose purpose was the usual one — to capture 
the valuables we had with us. I had therefore 
come to the conclusion that our assailants, 
who had suffered considerable loss, had now 
thought better of their undertaking and had 
abandoned it. 

Quite a number of our camels had been shot. 
We took from their backs everything that was 
most necessary to us, water especially, and, 
discarding all the less useful things from the 
burdens of the uninjured camels, replaced them 
with the indispensables. 

I decided to leave the road usually travelled, 
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and turn sharply to the left in the direction of 
the sea, which I saw shimmering in the distance. 
If we could reach it, it would afford us protec- 
tion on one side, leaving us free to face our foes 
in front and at our rear. It was unfortunate 
that I could not make use of the machine-guns 
while on the march. Having no limbers with 
us, the guns had to be carried by camels while 
we were on the march. To make the caravan 
more compact, it was divided into from four 
to six lines, which travelled abreast. The 
wounded were so placed on the camels that they 
hung on one side of the animal, which thus 
afforded them some protection against the 
flying bullets. Two of the four camels that 
carried machine-guns were placed at the hea d of 
the caravan, and the other two at the rear. An 
advance guard of ten men in a widely extended 
skirmishing line was sent about one hundred and 
fifty yards ahead of the caravan, while a like 
number of men formed a rearguard at the same 
distance from it. As there were only nine more 
men who carried rifles, these formed a flank 
guard, as best they could, to the two wings. 
The men who were armed with pistols only, 
and so could take part in no engagement 
except one at close range, remained near the 
caravan. Lieutenant Gerdts was placed in 
command of the advance guard, Lieutenant 
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Schmidt of the rearguard, and Lieutenant 
Gysslingof the flankers or flank guard. Lieu- 
tenant Wellmann had charge of the caravan 
itself, where Dr. Land was also with the sick. 

Slowly our company set forth, our flag 
carried before us. Our hope that the enemy 
would not trouble us again was not to be 
realised. We had hardly been ten minutes on 
the march when shots again poured in upon us 
from every side. There was scarcely, a sign of 
our foes to be seen. Their every movement at 
any distance of more than four hundre<i yards 
was completely hidden by the sandhills. Ten to 
twenty dark heads popping up with lightning 
rapidity from behind a sandhill here or there 
was all that we could see. Their appearance 
was always followed the next instant by a 
volley of shots rattling about the caravan, and, 
before we could get the slightest opportunity to 
return the fire, the heads had disappeared, and 
a shower of bullets fell upon us from another 
direction. 

At first, strange to say, not one of our 
number was hit, although the enemy’s fire was 
so incessant that bullets were continually falling 
about us, little pillars of sand marking the spot 
where they struck, while sand and gravel was 
constantly flying in our faces. In a short time 
it became evident that the greatest pressure 
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was being brought to bear upon our rearguard. 
At that end of the caravan the men had to turn 
about every few minutes to silence the enemy by 
returning their fire vigorously. 

I was with the rearguard when a signal came 
from the front, reporting that strong hostile 
forces had come in sight in the direction to- 
wards which the caravan was moving. When 
I arrived at the front, I saw that the whole 
horizon was black with Bedouin. At the same 
time came a report from the rear that one of 
the camels carrying the machine-guns had been 
shot. The rearguard had halted, to protect 
the gun, and Lieutenant Schmidt asked that 
fresh camels be sent to the rear, so that he 
might shift the dead camel’s load. I now 
heard the machine-guns of the rearguard firing. 
They had been unstrapped, set up and brought 
into action. 

I now ordered the caravan to halt, an order 
which was by no means easy to carry out, how- 
ever, as most of the camel drivers had taken 
advantage of the darkness to disappear along 
with the Arab gendarmes at the beginning of 
the fight. While on my way back to the rear- 
guard, the report reached me that Seaman 
Rademacher had fallen, and that Lieutenant 
Schmidt was mortally wounded, shot through 
the breast and abdomen. In the meantime the 
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command of the rearguard had devolved upon 
Lieutenant Wellmann, who had brought with 
him two camels from the caravan, for the 
transport of the machine-guns. 

During our halt, the enemy’s fire increased 
in severity, and a vigorous engagement was 
soon in progress. Suddenly the firing ceased 
altogether, and, as I looked about me for the 
cause, I saw two of the Arab gendarmes, who 
had remained with us, running toward the 
enemy’s lines, waving large white cloths as they 
ran. At the same time a third gendarme came 
to tell me that his comrades wished to parley 
with the other side. Although this turn in 
affairs was in no way of my choosing, it was 
nevertheless a welcome one, for it had now 
become evident that this was no attack by a 
mere band of robbers, but one that was thor- 
oughly organised. As our assailants outnum- 
bered us by at least ten to one, it would have 
been folly to continue our march at the slow 
gait of a camel’s pace, on an open plain, under 
continued fire from the enemy. Moreover, my 
most effective weapon of defence, the machine- 
guns, could not be used while on the march. 
Nor could our twenty-nine rifles be employed 
to the best advantage, as there were too few 
of us to make their fire effective in all the direc- 
tions from which we should be attacked. In 
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the long run, we should have been shot down 
one after the other. 

We therefore took advantage of the pause in 
the battle to fortify our position. Hastily we 
constructed defence works out of camel sad- 
dles, which we filled with sand, out of sacks of 
coffee, rice and other provisions. We strength- 
ened the rampart thus formed by heaping up 
sand about it, as best we could. The camels 
were placed together in the middle of the en- 
closed space, and loop-holes were quickly made. 
For want of better material, they were con- 
structed out of tin plates and side arms. As 
all this was done in great haste, our defences 
were, of course, but temporary and in- 
complete. Our water bottles were quickly 
buried deep in the sand, where they were least 
likely to be damaged by the enemy’s fire. 
Within our outer rampart we raised another 
little fortress, the walls of which were about 
a yard and a half high, and constructed of 
empty petroleum cans which we filled with 
sand. Here were placed the sick who were 
unfit for duty, the wounded, and the doctor. 

As we had to reckon with the possibility of 
being fired upon from all sides, and our rampart 
afforded us protection in front only, the camels 
were so placed as to shelter us from the enemy’s 
fire at the flanks and rear. For oirr severely 
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wounded man, Lieutenant Schmidt, we made a 
stretcher out of rifles and a woollen blanket, on 
which he was carefully carried to the inner 
fortress. The seaman who had fallen we 
buried where he fell. 

The four machine-guns were set up at the 
four corners of our defence works, and pro- 
tected as best they could be by hastily thrown 
up ramparts of sand. The men armed with 
rifles were distributed at equal distances along 
our fortifications. In the spaces between were 
stationed the men who w’ere armed with pistols 
only, and the ammunition was placed within 
easy reach. Our preparations were hardly 
completed when the men bringing the enemy’s 
conditions returned. The demands were that 
we surrender all arms and ammunition, our 
camels, all our provisions and water. In ad- 
dition, we were to pay eleven thousand pounds 
in gold. Upon compliance with these conditions 
we were to be allowed to proceed unmolested. 
Well we might ! 

The parleying had at first been conducted 
through the dragoman, who, with his wife, had 
joined us at Kunfuda. He also was among 
the wounded — shot in the leg. When he went 
over to the enemy to negotiate, he did not for- 
get to take his wife with him. We did not see 
either of them again until we met themin Jedda. 



The Attack 171 

My answer ran : ‘ In the first place, we have 
no money ; in the second, we are guests of the 
country — ^get your money in Jedda ; thirdly, 
it is not customary with Germans to surrender 
their arms.’ 

Hereupon the firing began again. All the 
camel drivers who had so far remained with us, 
and a number of the Arab gendarmes also, took 
advantage of the truce to follow the example 
of the dragoman and his wife, and disappear. 
The engagement lasted until darkness came on. 
We lay very well protected behind our camel 
saddles and camels. We returned the enemy’s 
fire but sparingly, as our store of ammunition 
was not large. Moreover, much of the ammu- 
nition that had gone down with the wrecked 
zambuk, and had lain in the water until we 
fished it out on the following morning, now 
missed fire. For this reason, I had all the un- 
damaged ammunition placed in readiness near 
the machine-guns, so that in a possible night 
attack at close range I might feel sure of my 
most effective weapons. The rest of the am- 
munition was distributed among the rifles. We 
suffered no further losses during the day’s en- 
gagement. Several of our camels were shot, 
but we were none the less protected for this, 
as a dead camel is quite as good a shield against 
rifle bullets as is a live one. We had eaten 

Ma 
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nothing during the entire day. Nor could we 
think of doing so while the daylight lasted. No 
sooner did one of us raise his head above our 
rampart of saddles than the enemy’s fire was 
redoubled. 

But our most strenuous work began with the 
coming of the night. The moon did not rise 
until about an hour after sunset. During the 
intervening hour the darkness was so intense 
that we could see hardly forty or fifty yards 
ahead. Within our rampart everything was 
in readiness to withstand a night attack. 
All rifles and pistols were loaded, the 
machine-guns manned and ready for action, 
and the men, with their weapons in hand, were 
kneeling just behind the rampart. But no 
attack came. 

As soon as the moon had risen, and we could 
see as much as three hundred yards ahead, we 
set to work to improve our position. First of 
all, water was served out to the men, and hard 
tack distributed. While some of the officers and 
men remained on guard ready for action, others 
set to work at deepening the trenches, an 
undertaking that proceeded but slowly, as we 
had no proper tools for the work. Still others 
were engaged in removing the dead camels 
from within our enclosure. The intense heat 
caused putrefaction to set in very rapidly. The 
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carcasses swelled up, the tense hides burst and 
the entrails extruded. As at this season of the 
year the wind blows persistently from the 
north, we took the dead camels to the south- 
ward of us, so that the stench might not 
sicken us. 

It was well into the night before we felt free 
to take a little rest. The trenches were now 
so deep that they afforded ample shelter for 
the men lying in them. We had thrown up 
mounds of sand on all sides, in addition to the 
protection afforded us by the camels. Our 
rifles and pistols had suffered considerably 
from the incessantly drifting sand. They were 
now taken to pieces a few at a time, cleaned 
and tested. Then we wrapped our handker- 
chiefs round the locks, and stuffed small bits 
of cloth into the muzzles to keep out the sand. 
All this care was necessary to ensure the 
efficiency of our weapons. That there might 
always be someone on guard within our forti- 
fication, a part of the men remained awake at 
their posts while the others slept with their 
loaded rifles in their arms. There was always 
one officer awake. But nothing of importance 
occurred during the night. 

At nine o’clock that evening. Lieutenant 
Schmidt, the officer who had been so terribly 
wounded, died. We dug a grave for him as 
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deep as possible in the middle of our camp- 
ing place, and about eleven o’clock at night 
we four surviving oflBcers ourselves bore our 
fallen comrade to his grave. There could be 
no service at the burial. The volley over his 
freshly made grave was fired by the enemy on 
the coming morning. 

I had brought with me from Hodeida an 
English-speaking Arab. During the course of 
the night, as soon as the moon had risen, I 
sent this man to Jedda, only a ten hours’ 
march by camel distant from us, and only 
eight by foot. I had found him to be a very 
reliable and sensible man, and, as I learned 
later, he succeeded in making his way through 
the enemy’s lines, and carried the report of our 
perilous situation to the military authorities 
at Jedda. 

Half an hour before sunrise I had all hands 
roused. If the enemy had remained, there 
would, in all likelihood, be an attack made 
upon us as soon as the day had fully come. For 
the sake of the moral effect, it was my purpose 
to return their first fire ■with as heavy volleys 
as possible. I wished to convince the enemy 
that W'e W'ere fully prepared for an attack, and 
that our fighting strength was undiminished. 

What I had expected happened. As the 
sun rose, our opponents opened a lively fire 
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upon us. We gave them a vigorous answer 
with full volleys, and every head that showed 
itself received its share. This method of pro- 
cedure perceptibly damped the fighting spirit 
of our opponents. Their fire became noticeably 
weaker and more cautious. Our purpose was 
achieved. 

Just before sunrise all hands were served 
with a drink of water. During the entire course 
of the day there was not another opportunity to 
give them more. Not until after the sun had 
set could another drink served be out. As 
it was impossible to cook anything, even 
at night, our store of hard tack was drawn 
upon, and every man stuffed his pockets full. 

The enemy fired upon us without intermis- 
sion. But, as we were pretty well protected, we 
returned their fire sparingly. That we were 
not engaged in an ordinary encounter with 
robbers, but were facing a thoroughly organ- 
ised attack, now became doubly evident. From 
our fortified camp w'e could plainly see two 
large zamhuks lying at anchor near the shore 
in the far distance. Between them and the 
Arabs who were besieging us, a regular relief 
system was being carried on. A large number 
of our foes must have come in these two ships. 
Others had arrived by land, which was shown 
by the fact that far off in the desert, near the 
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horizon, a large number of camels could be 
seen grazing. On this day, unhappily, two 
more of our men were severely wounded. Of 
these, Lanig, a fireman, was shot through the 
breast and abdomen, and died during the night. 
Unfortunately, we could give our wounded but 
little aid, as all our medical stores were lost 
with the zambuk that foundered. All that we 
had left were the emergency dressings that we 
had brought with us from the Emden, and a 
few bottles of brandy. 

The day brought forth nothing of special 
interest. A camel that had escaped from our 
enclosure was shot by a stray bullet to leeward 
of us, and the intense odour of decay that the 
wind brought with it was a source of annoy- 
ance. Within our camp itself, some very un- 
pleasant guests had made their appearance. 
Hundreds and thousands of nasty black beetles 
about the length of a man’s thumb ran about 
everywhere, carrying the camel dung all over 
the camp. Our trenches were alive with these 
insects, and it mattered little how many we 
killed, for new ones came to fill their places as 
fast as w^e killed them. Sleep was impossible. 
They crawled into our clothing, and ran over 
our faces. .4.part from the annoyance they 
caused us, they brought a very real danger to 
our wounded. The tetanus bacilli develop 
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more readily in horse and camel manure than 
in anything else, and the inevitable result of 
this infection is the deadly lockjaw. 

The burning heat of the sun made life in- 
tolerable during the day. While firing, we 
could not wear our light-coloured head-cloths, 
as they afforded the enemy too good a target. 
The intense bright light dazzled our eyes, and 
made our heads ache. Everything was so hot 
that we burnt our hands when, in firing, they 
occasionally touched the barrels of our rifles. 
The grease-soaked camel saddles began to 
smoulder in the heat, and a faint odour of 
smoke pervaded the whole camp. We got rid 
of this annoyance as best we could by heaping 
sand upon the saddles. The sand, carried by 
the never-ceasing wind, drifted over us in- 
cessantly. All day long some of us were kept 
busy digging out the trenches that had been 
half refilled with the drifting sand. It crept 
into our eyes, our ears, our mouths and our 
noses. Our eyes became inflamed from its 
constant irritation. Dampened by sweat, it 
formed a thick coating on our faces, by which 
they were disfigured beyond recognition. High 
in the air, just over our camp, circled from 
twenty to thirty great vultures. 

With the approach of darkness everything 
within our camp was put into a state of 
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preparedness again. And again! sent a message 
to Jedda — this time by two Arab gendarmes 
disguised as Bedouin. As soon as the moon 
had risen, those of us who were off duty lay 
down to rest. The enemy ceased firing as 
it grew dark. 

In the middle of the night we were suddenly 
wakened by shots fired by some of our sentries. 
In a twinkling everyone was at his post, ready 
to repel the supposed attack. “ Where are 
they ? ” I asked one of the sentries. “ Straight 
ahead. Some of them were creeping along 
about forty yards away. There goes one 
now I ” And off sped another bullet. But 
our supposed enemies were only hyaenas and 
jackals, which, scenting prey, were sneaking 
about the camp and making a meal of the 
dead camels. 

When that night was ended, the sun rose 
over the horizon for the third time since the 
beginning of the fight. Our condition was 
critical. We had heard nothing from the 
Turkish garrison, although, provided my mes- 
sages had been received, relief might have 
reached us in the course of the preceding day. 
We could hold out only until the end 
of this one day. By that time our supply of 
water would be exhausted, although each man 
had been allowed but one small cupful each 
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morning and evening. Without water we were 
doomed. Whatever final action I decided upon 
must therefore be undertaken at once, before 
my men had lost their strength. Accord- 
ingly I gave them orders to force their way 
through to Jedda as soon as the sun had set, 
if no relief reached us during the day. In this 
way I hoped that at least some of us would 
get there. Whoever fell must fall. The sick 
and the wounded could not be taken with us. 
But it was not to come to that, thank God ! 

Towards noon of the third day a man waving 
a white cloth was seen coming over to us from 
the enemy, who had ceased firing. I had him 
brought within our camp, and asked him what 
he wanted. He replied that the other side 
would withdraw the demand for our arms, 
ammunition, camels, provisions and water if, 
instead, we would pay them twenty-two thou- 
sand pounds in gold. I conjectured that our 
foes had learned of the approach of the Turkish 
garrison, and that, in the customary way of 
the country, they were trying to get out of us 
what they could. 

I determined to draw out the interview as 
long as possible, in the hope that the expected 
relief would arrive in the meantime, and 
the enemy would then be caught between two 
fires. For this reason I pictured our situation 
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in as rosy a light as possible, and as though 
we could wish for nothing better than to spend 
a summer vacation in the desert, entertained 
by the music of whistling bullets about us. I 
pointed to our empty water cans where they 
lay buried in the sand, and gave the man to 
understand that we had water enough to last 
us four weeks easily, that there was there- 
fore no reason why I should make special con- 
cessions, and, furthermore, that we had an 
abundance of ammunition, as he himself had 
reason to know. In fact the enemy ought to 
be thankful that I had not come down upon 
them with my machine-guns. The medium 
of our conversation was a native of Morocco, 
a man who, at some former time, had been 
made prisoner of war in Belgium, and, together 
with a number of other Mohammedans, had 
been sent back to Turkey. From there he had 
joined an expedition to Arabia, and had come 
to Kunfuda, where I ran across him and took 
him with us. He understood a few words of 
French. 

The enemy’s envoy did not seem particularly 
elated by my representations. He withdrew, 
only to return again in about half an hour with 
a repetition of the selfsame terms. To gain 
time, I now told him that I considered it highly 
important that I should confer with the leader 
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of our assailants in person, and I therefore be- 
sought him to come to me, here in my camp. 
His apprehensive Highness did not come, but 
sent, instead, the fierce threat that if we did 
not pay at once we should have beaucoup de 
combat. I interpreted this to mean that for 
him it was high time to catch his train. So I 
expressed my surprise that he did not regard 
what had occurred as beaucoup de combat. To 
me it had seemed to be such, I said. 

Hereupon there blazed out from the enemj’^’s 
lines a few more furiously angry volleys, and 
then silence fell. 

A quarter of an hour passed, and then 
another, and not a shot was heard. Slowly 
and cautiously we raised our heads above our 
camel saddle ramparts. Nothing to be seen ! 
“ Be careful,” I cautioned. “ This is only aruse. 
Keep down ! There is time enough. We can’t 
get away from here before evening in any 
ease.” 

But, when nothing at all happened, we first 
got up on our knees, then on our feet and then 
searched the countryside with our glasses. 
Nothing to be seen ! Whither our foes had 
vanished we had not the least idea. The 
sandhills of the desert, into which they had 
gone, concealed them from our view. Appar- 
ently they had departed. 
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For the present I meant under any circum- 
stances to remain where we were. In the first 
place, I did not feel at all certain that the 
enemy had really withdrawn, and that this was 
not merely a ruse to which they had resorted. 
And, secondly, we could not resume our march 
before nightfall in any case. 

About an hour after the firing had ceased, 
two men on camels appeared in the distance. 
Their dress and richly caparisoned saddles 
proclaimed them from afar to be no ordinary 
Bedouin. Waving a white cloth, they came 
riding towards our camp. As a sign that we 
understood their pmpose, we raised our en- 
sign. When the men had come to within fifty 
yards of us, they dismounted. I sent my 
man from Morocco out to them, to ask what 
they wanted. The answer was that they 
wished to speak with the commander of the 
German troop. They had been sent by the 
Emir of Mecca, who had been informed of the 
attack upon us, and was sending troops to 
our relief. 

This sounded very promising, but there was, 
after all, no surety that it was really true. By 
this time my sojourn in Arabia had taught me 
to be suspicious of everything. When I went 
out to meet the Arabs, it was with drawn sword 
in hand, and behind me walked one of my men 
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with cocked rifle, ready to shoot. At the camp 
I left orders to stand ready to fire, and, in case 
an attack upon me should be made, to shoot 
without regard for my person. But again 
nothing happened. 

The two Arabs assured me that Abdullah, 
the second son of the Emir of Mecca, would 
soon arrive with a company of soldiers. And 
truly, in about half an hour’s time we could see 
in the distance about seventy men riding 
towards us on camels, and carrying before them 
a dark red banner emblazoned with verses 
from the Koran in golden lettering. They 
were making a sort of music by the beating of 
drums, and were singing to it. I regarded this 
proceeding as rather incautious, if, as I as- 
sumed, these soldiers were about to enter into 
an engagement. 

Coming towards me, Abdullah saluted. He 
brought me his father’s greetings, and expressed 
regret for what had occurred. He told me that 
he had brought us water, and assured me that 
we could now march on to Jedda in peace, 
as our assailants had withdrawn. 

After I had distributed the water among my 
men, we proceeded to load the packs on the 
camels. This was a wearisome undertaking, 
and one that was accompanied by many diffi- 
culties, as getting camels ready to march has 



184 The * Ayesha * 

as yet not been included in the training for 
service in the Imperial Navy. Quantities of 
provisions had to be left behind, as forty of 
our camels had been shot. 

Accompanied by the Emir’s troops, we left 
our camp. It was, no doubt, a most unusual 
occurrence that a Christian should thus be 
riding through the desert side by side with the 
son of the Emir of Mecca, and under the ban- 
ner of the Prophet. A few minutes later we 
passed the abandoned positions of our foes. 
The rascals had actually dug out regular 
trenches for themselves. 

We rode throughout the rest of the day. In 
the evening we camped beside a spring. Here, 
for the first time in four days, we could eat a 
cooked meal, wash ourselves and lie down to 
rest. A circumstance of interest was that the 
water was brought up from a well having a 
depth of about a hundred and twenty feet, 
and yet its temperature was about eighty-five 
degrees Fahrenheit. 

As we lay in our camp close by the sea 
shore we could see, in the darkness of the 
night, the restless play of a searchlight flashing 
over the surface of the water. Our friends the 
Englishmen, off Jedda ! 



Chapter XIII 


TO THE RAILWAY 

We were well cared for at Jedda. The sick 
and wounded found shelter and attention in a 
comparatively good military hospital. A diffi- 
cult point for me to settle now was how 
best to proceed on our way. I had learned that 
the Bedouin who had attacked us were in the 
service of the English, a fact to which the 
modern English rifles with which they were 
equipped attested. The way out of Jedda 
by sea was also closed to us. Dming the day 
we could distinctly see the mast-tops of the 
English blockaders now and again. Neverthe- 
less, I decided to continue our journey in 
zambuks. It appeared to me that the route 
by sea offered greater possibilities of success 
than the way by land. 

The first step to be taken was to spread 
abroad the report that we intended to go over- 
land. Meanwhile, very secretly, I provided 
myself with a zambuk and a good pilot. On 
account of the wounded we had to re- 
main in Jedda for some days. The eighth 
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of April was the day fixed for our departure. In 
the harbour at Jedda there was a motor-boat 
in which I made a tour of inspection as far out 
to sea as possible. I saw no sign of the English. 
Did they believe in the rumoured land journey? 

On the night between the eighth and ninth 
of April the wind was in our favoiu*, and we ran 
out. Conditions were much better than those 
which we encountered when we ran the English 
blockade at Hodeida. The wind held steady all 
through the night, and when the sun rose we were 
out of sight of the blockading Englishmen. I 
hugged the shore with my zambuk as well as I 
could, and took advantage of every reef to 
creep behind it, and so increase the difficulty of 
our capture by any possible pursuers. Our 
progress was slow but sure. We stopped for a 
short time, generally not more than a few 
hours, at several little coast towns to enquire 
for neAvs, and to purchase fresh provisions. 
The pilot we had taken with us from Jedda 
was thoroughly familiar with the waters 
through which he was piloting us, and spoke 
English very well. We lay at anchor at night, 
as the reefs rendered navigation impossible in 
the dark. At Sherm Rabigh I had to change 
zambuks, as the one I had procured at Jedda 
proved to be too weak. Our new zambuk had 
first of all to be ballasted with sand, as. 
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without either cargo or ballast, the ship could 
not carry sail. 

Our anchoring, in the evening, was always a 
peculiar manceuvre. In the proper sense of the 
word anchoring, it was not such at all. The 
coral reefs between which we were sailing fell 
off abruptly all round into a great depth of 
water. The anchoring proceeded in this way : 
we ran to within a few yards of the coral 
reefs, where we took down all sails. Two 
Arabs, standing ready at the bow, then jumped 
overboard, each one carrying with him a light 
rope to which iron hooks were attaehed. These 
iron hooks were wedged into the cavities of the 
coral formation just below the surface of the 
water. And so we lay for the night. This was 
not always pleasant, however, for, when the 
wind shifted, there was danger that it would 
blow us on to the coral formation to which we 
had made fast. 

On our way to the north we passed several 
boats sailing in the opposite direction. It is 
the custom in Arabia for boatmen, in passing, 
to greet each other with a sort of howl. The 
Arabs in the boats we met were always amazed 
to hear, as they sailed by us, the howling of 
their countrymen in our zamhuk energetically 
supplemented by fifty vigorous voices. 

We found practically no coast population 
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alon^ the entire route, but occasionally we met, 
far out at sea, a little dug-out carrying an 
Arab or two engaged in fishing. We always 
hailed these fishermen and traded rice for 
fish with them. 

Our way northward took us past Mecca. 
It is the custom with Arabs, when at their 
prayers five times a day, to face towards 
their Holy City, and touch the ground with 
their foreheads. So it came about that during 
the first days of our sailing the Arabs in our 
zatnbuk would stand facing towards the bows, 
then, later, to starboard, and finally they 
faced aft. 

Without meeting with any special difficulties 
we reached Sherm Munnaiburra on the 
twenty-eighth day of April. This is a little 
sheltered bay about ten nautical miles south 
of our intended destination, El Wegh. From 
this bay onward our course lay outside the 
shelter of the reefs, and deep water ran close 
to the shore. We had now been fighting our 
way onward for nearly six months, and there 
was a general disinclination among us to 
trust ourselves to a sailing-boat over this last 
short stretch that might prove disastrous to us 
at the last. For this reason we cast anchor 
at Sherm Munnaiburra, in order to go overland 
to El Wegh. 
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Our coming had been made known to the 
local authorities by messengers despatched 
overland, who had arrived before us. A few 
gendarmes had therefore been sent to the coast 
to meet us. We got hold of one of them while 
we were still in the harbour, and sent him out 
to find camels for us. Before the night had 
passed, we could see from where we lay a 
number of little watch-fires burning here and 
there along the shore, an indication that the 
animals for our caravan were assembling. 

When we rode off on the following day, we 
took with us nothing more than our arms, and 
provisions sufficient for one day only. Every- 
thing else was left on the zambuk, to take its 
chance by sea. Fortunately, the zambuk 
reached its destination without sighting a 
single hostile ship. On the evening of the 
twenty-ninth day of April we were in El Wegh. 

The first thing we did here was to get a good 
bath, and a good sleep. Here, too, we at last 
had an opportunity to change our under- 
clothing and have it washed, for it required 
two days to get the necessary camels together 
at El Wegh. 

On the second of May, at eight o’clock in 
the morning, we began our march. Here in 
the north the camels travelled differently from 
in the south, where, as has been described. 
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they were all tied together so as to form one 
long line. This is not the custom in the north, 
where every animal goes along by itself, and 
must be guided by its own rider. At first this 
proved a difficult task for my men, but before 
long they had their camels so well in hand that 
the caravan could be kept together quite well. 
We were piloted on our way by Suleiman, 
Sheikh of El Wegh. 

At first our road lay through the desert, 
with which we were all too familiar. But very 
soon we eame to a mountain region, and passed 
some charming scenery. The water conditions 
also were far better than those we had found 
in the desert. The wells were better kept, and 
furnished water that was at least drinkable, 
although not absolutely clean. That we should 
see running w'ater when we reached the moun- 
tain ridge was announced to us by our Arab 
escort days before we got there, as a matter of 
special interest and wonder. If any of us were 
anticipating the pleasure of bathing in a moun- 
tain torrent, our hopes were certainly doomed 
to disappointment. To be sure the water in 
the tiny rivulet that we saw did move, but any 
one of us could easily have stopped its flow for 
some time by stepping into it with both feet. 

Up here in the mountains, where it was 
cooler, we marched by day and rested at 



To the Bailtoay 191 

night. Because of our unhappy experience in the 
desert, we made it our habit to entrench our- 
selves every evening before going to sleep, 
much to the astonishment of om Arab escort. 
But we had reached the point where we doubted 
whether anybody was to be trusted. Our 
fortifications were usually very quickly thrown 
up, as we had brought with us spades enough 
for all. And so each evening saw a small 
fortified camp arise in the wilderness, and from 
out of its ramparts our four machine-guns pro- 
truded threateningly. Within our fortifications 
no watch-fire was allowed, but the immediate 
region all round our camp was well lighted by 
fires kept burning by our sentries. We slept, 
as usual, with loaded rifles in our arms. Com- 
fort was not a prominent feature in this sort of 
camp. The nights were very cold. Those 
who were well frequently gave their blankets 
to the sick, that they might be kept warm. 
But those of us who had none did not mind it, 
but followed the old rule which runs : ‘ Lie 
down on your back and cover yourself with 
your belly.’ 

The domain of our guide, Suleiman Pasha, 
did not extend quite to El Ala, whence we ex- 
pected to go by the Hedjaz Railway. Just 
before reaching El Ala we had to cross terri- 
tory that was controlled by another sheikh, 
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one who was at enmity with our friend, and 
who was ill disposed towards us because we 
had not hired camels off him for the last four 
hours of our march, while passing through his 
territory. 

Under these circumstances it was quite 
possible that we still might have to break our 
way through by force of arms. Suleiman 
Pasha also seemed to regard something of this 
kind as probable. On each day, and from every 
direction in the mountains, small bands of his 
adherents joined him, until our caravan had 
gradually attained a total strength of some 
four hundred men. It was a most picturesque 
scene we looked upon as these Bedouin marched 
along, carrying long Arab flintlocks, clad in 
their loosely flowing brown garments, and with 
fluttering bright head-cloths. If, on the pre- 
ceding days, we had been the only ones to be 
cautious enough to entrench, it was now 
Suleiman Pasha himself who adopted this 
measure, an evidence to us that it might yet 
be made pretty hot for us. That night we made 
special efforts to be weU prepared. But it 
passed without disturbance of any kind. 

We were now only one day’s journey distant 
from a railway station. Our way lay over a 
high mountainous region. We wound along 
through narrow passes that seemed just fitted 
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for an attack. Through these defiles only one 
camel could pass at a time, with the result that 
the caravan stretched away in so long a line 
that it could hardly be kept together under the 
command of one leader. To guard against 
any possible surprise, Suleiman had organised 
a regular reconnoitring service, which, in its 
wonderful efficiency, was worthy of admiration. 
Perhaps it was also an evidence that he had 
frequent need of it. Little patrols, mounted 
on camels, rushed at a full gallop into every 
mountain valley, emerged on the other side of 
the mountain, made their observations, re- 
ported, and returned to their places in the 
caravan. 

When we were but a few hours’ march 
distant from El Ala, letters were brought to us. 
They had been sent to inform us that the 
angry sheikh, who we had supposed would 
attack us, was at the time embroiled in a fight 
farther to the north, and that we could there- 
fore continue on our way without fear of being 
molested. 

Upon receipt of this information I decided 
to ride ahead of the caravan, so as to get to 
the telegraph station at El Ala as soon as 
possible, order a special train and make 
arrangements for the comfort of my men. I 
was accompanied by Suleiman Pasha, his two 
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sons and several other dignitaries. We rode 
at a sharp trot, and covered the last stretch of 
the journey in a few hours. We had all come 
to be on very friendly terms with our sheikh 
and his two sons, although our means of con- 
versation were very limited. All three of them 
showed the greatest interest when, on arriving 
at the summit of the mountain range, from 
whence the white houses of El Ala could be seen 
gleaming out from among the palm trees, I took 
out my binoculars to get sight at last of a tele- 
graph wire and a railway. Glasses of this kind 
are as yet unknown in this region. Each of 
my Arab friends wanted to have at least one 
look through them, and so the glasses passed 
from hand to hand. With every change of 
hands, the focusing screw was given an extra 
turn. How much the last one could see, I can- 
not say. 

In order to impress our Arab escort at the 
very outset with the efficiency of our weapons, 
I had, some days previously, given Suleiman 
Pasha, to his great astonishment, an illustration 
of what our machine-guns were capable in 
the way of firing. He was eager to be allowed 
himself to ‘press the button,’ and manifested a 
surprised delight when the gun, which we had 
got ready for him beforehand, fired an unbroken 
succession of shots and brought down pieces 
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of stone from the cliffs at which it was aimed. 
As all weapons are subjects of great interest to 
Arabs, I presented Suleiman Pasha and each 
of his sons with a revolver and the necessary 
ammunition for it. In addition, I promised to 
send them a pair of binoculars from Germany. 

As we were riding across a wide plateau 
which stretched beyond the limits of our vision, 
I utilised this opportunity to impress upon the 
Pasha an idea of Germany’s greatness. To his 
amazement he was told that German warships, 
when engaged in battle, could fire upon the 
enemy from a distance considerably greater 
than the breadth of the plain we were then 
traversing. Although this was a slight exag- 
geration, for the tableland stretched from 
horizon to horizon, it produced the desired 
effect. The size of the guns from which these 
shots were fired I pictured to him by saying that 
a sheep could easily run through the barrel of 
any one of them. 

Towards noon we arrived at El Ala, and, 
much to my surprise, everything was in readi- 
ness for us. A special train stood waiting for 
us, its engine all ready for the order to get 
steam up. This order was not long delayed. 

Two German gentlemen and a number of 
Turkish officers had come to meet us ; letters 
and news from the colonies in Syria were 
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awaiting us. We were treated to chilled Rhine 
wine, champagne, peaches, and other delicacies 
of which we had long been deprived. Being 
given the choice between a glass of wine and a 
bath, I chose the former. Why depart so 
suddenly from a familiar habit to which one 
had faithfully adhered for weeks past ? 

A few hours later my men arrived. I rode 
out a short distance to meet them. With flag 
flying, and cameras pointed at us from every 
side, we marched together into the little town, 
where a railway and a waiting room gave us the 
first indication that we were returning to 
civilisation. An abundant meal, a greater 
abundance to drink and a quick bath (after 
all !) occupied the next few hours. Then the 
train moved northward at the wonderful speed 
of twenty miles an hour, and we could yield 
our weary limbs to the comfort of red-cushioned 
seats, a luxury long denied us. 



Chapter XIV 

HOMEWARD BOUND 

Henceforth our journey was free from danger 
of any kind. We travelled by rail through 
Damascus and Aleppo across Asia Minor to 
Constantinople. At two points on our journey 
we had to leave the railway and travel by 
wagon, or afoot, as the railway had not been 
completed at these places. 

Everywhere we were entertained most cor- 
dially and hospitably by our German country- 
men and by the Turkish authorities. At the 
railway stations large crowds were always as- 
sembled to greet us. There were bands play- 
ing and flags flying to welcome us, and roses 
with which to decorate our buttonholes. Gifts 
were showered upon us as we sat in our 
carriages. New clothing was provided for us, 
and we shed no tears when we parted from our 
old rags and their numerous inhabitants. 

My men enjoyed the unprecedented dis- 
tinction of dining with great dignitaries and 
men high in authority. Costly presents were 
bestowed upon us, and our baggage car, that 
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at one time had held nothing but rags and our 
munitions, now filled up more and more. At 
some of the wayside stations at which our train 
stopped only on our account, large numbers of 
Bedouin had gathered to see us. They raced 
along beside our train, and, when it stopped, 
gave us an exhibition of fancy riding. 
Many a social glass was drained in the com- 
pany of our German compatriots. 

At last, in Aleppo, we received news from 
home, the first for ten months. Letters from 
loved ones and the Iron Cross ! What more 
could the heart desire ? There were two large 
mail-bags full, and we devoted the next few 
days to our mail from home, to reading the 
many letters and verses that had been sent 
us, to writing autographs, and to enjoying 
the cigars, chocolates and other good things 
that had been given us. 

During the afternoon of Whit-Sunday our 
train pulled into the station at Haidar Pasha, 
the Asiatic terminus of the railway. Here my 
men received their long-wished-for German 
uniforms, which had been forwarded to them. 
The officers also had succeeded in procuring for 
themselves an outfit conforming, in a measure 
at least, to the demands made by the European 
civilisation to which we were returning. 

The chief of our Mediterranean Division, 
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who was also chief of the Turkish fleet, Ad- 
miral Souchon, had honoured us by coming 
with his staff to meet us at Haidar Pasha. My 
men quickly fell into line. Our flag, which we 
had followed for ten months, was flying on 
our right flank. A few brief commands, the 
execution of which proved that the brigand 
existence we had led for months had not des- 
troyed our military discipline, and my sword 
was lowered before my superior officer : 

“ I report the landing squad from the 
Emden, five officers, seven petty officers, and 
thirty men strong.” 
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THE VISIT OF THE EMDEN TO COCOS 
KEELING 

BY PHIL ANDEBE 

Reproduced by permittion of the Editor of the * Zodiac * 

At six a.m. a member of the staff, leaving the 
office after night duty, was met by a Chinese, 
who told him that a ship was l5dng off the en- 
trance to the lagoon. Climbing on to the roof 
of the office, and looking towards the spot 
indicated, he saw a four-funnelled warship. 
It may be noted here that ever since the 
Emden had launched out on her career of com- 
merce destroying in the Indian Ocean we 
had been expecting a visit from her, but, as 
it had been put off so long, we had been lulled 
into a sense of security ; moreover, as we had 
been in wireless communication with the 
Minotaur for some days past his first impression 
was that this was the boat. He did not waste 
time in surmise, however, but hurried off to the 
Superintendent’s house to inform him, passing 
the news on to the doctor, whom he met on the 
way. The doctor also climbed the roof, and 
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noticed that not only was she flying no flag, but 
that her foremost funnel appeared to be a 
dummy made of canvas. The doctor informed 
the Superintendent, who was on his way down 
to the office. The Superintendent ordered the 
following wireless message to be sent out ; 
‘ S.O.S. Strange ship in entrance 1 ’ followed 
by our secret code signature. After a few calls 
he ordered the message to be altered to ‘S.O.S. : 
Emden here ! ’ 

By this time most of the staff — who at that 
horn* were, of course, in bed — ^had been aroused. 
They, too, hearing of a warship, concluded she 
would be the Minotaur, but were speedily 
disillusioned when a launch, mounting a maxim 
fore and aft, with a couple of cutters in tow, 
tore up to the jetty and disembarked a landing 
party of about forty men, with three officers and 
four machine-guns. One officer asked those of 
us standing on the jetty, “ Vere is de vireless eef 
you blease ? ” and then “ Vere is de house of de 
Director ? ” The officer ‘ tanked ’ us ‘ vera 
mudge,’ remarking, “ Ve haf had blenty 
troubles mit your vireless und gables ! ” 

The landing party, once on shore, sprang 
into action. They quickly split up into three 
sections, each under an officer, rushed the 
quarters and office, turned out the operators, 
and posted guards and sentries about, not. 
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however, before the Superintendent had found 
time to advise officially London and the three 
stations with whom we have cable communica- 
tion. The man at the wireless hut continued 
to send out the call until the second party 
discovered him and ordered him away from the 
key ; meanwhile the Emden had been trying to 
‘ cut up ’ our call with her own wireless 
signals. 

By this time most of the staff had assembled 
at the back of the office, including the electrician 
who, at the first alarm, had run to the office, 
taken a milanimeter and the first things that 
came to hand and dumped them in the Super- 
intendent’s house, then returned to his own 
quarters, and, in case he had been observed, 
endeavoured to establish an alibi by stripping 
and taking a bath. He was the only member 
of the staff with a full beard and moustache, and 
in view of this fact the ruse was amusing rather 
than subtle, and before long a face with a 
beard, the ‘ dead spit ’ of his own, peered round 
the door and a guttural voice said, “ Out ! 
Gome out 1 ” So, clad in nothing but his beard 
and bath-gown, out he had to come ! 

Singularly enough, his ‘ bath attendant ’ was 
likewise the only bearded German among the 
landing party, and later on, when relations 
were less strained, the Germans made the 
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hirsute resemblance the basis of a more formal 
introduction than took place in the bathroom, 
over which incident much good-natured banter 
was then exchanged between them. 

The German officer in charge asked how 
many we were, and requested us to form up 
in front of the mess-room, which we did. We 
were placed under a guard of two men, whilst 
two more set up a maxim at the corner of the 
office and trained it on us. As there were 
some fifty Germans, all armed and with four 
machine-guns, against twenty-nine of us with 
a few 12-bores and small arms, resistance would 
have been ridiculous even had we not been 
taken by surprise, as we for all practical 
purposes were. 

We had now realised the novelty of our 
position, also that the sun was making itself 
felt, so we asked for permission to shelter under 
the boat-shed a few yards away on the beach. 
This permission we obtained. 

The party of Germans who had taken charge 
of the office were evidently collecting together 
all the papers they thought would be of any 
value. It was rather amusing to see them 
bring out on to the verandah bundles of last 
month’s messages (in signals which, I presume, 
they could not decipher), and tie them up in 

bimdles in our international code flags. The 
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Superintendent’s office received, of course, 
special attention. 

Having removed all they considered might be 
of any use to themselves — or to us — ^the work 
of demolition commenced. It was difficult to 
realise that the office contained so much glass. 
Crash followed crash, then a rending and tearing 
culminating in a heavy thud as K.P.’s re- 
corders, autos, etc., were smashed with axes, 
the mechanism torn apart, and finally the whole 
table overturned. Lamps, shades, clocks, in- 
strument covers, glazed doors, all came in for 
attention, but the most delightful job for these 
‘ Bloomin’ ’Oolans ’ of the ocean must have 
been ‘ tonking ’ those dear little accumulators 
as they stood in orderly rows, in the adjoining 
room. 

Whilst the above was going forward another 
party of Germans was endeavouring to blast the 
wireless mast with dynamite — later they did 
it verbally, and with good cause, as we shall see. 
They drilled holes in the base and inserted 
dynamite cartridges, but the first explosion 
had little effect, the second attempt gave the 
mast a list, and the third brought it down. As 
an instance of their consideration for us we 
should here mention that, when one of our 
Dohertys expressed a wish to a German officer 
that the mast be caused to fall clear of the 
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tennis courts, fall clear it did. In doing so, 
however, it fell across several of the L6clanch6 
battery jars which were hidden in the under- 
growth for use in emergency, but fortunately 
none were broken. 

In the meantime other parties of Germans 
were going through the various outbuildings. 
The engine-room was wrecked, engine valves 
and other light parts being hacked away, the 
armatures, commutators and brushes of the 
four dynamos being damaged beyond repair. 
The switchboards and cables were also hacked 
to pieces. The wireless hut was more seriously 
wrecked than the office, the converter, spare 
armature, engine, switchboard, accumulators 
and all the sending and receiving apparatus 
were smashed, the latter presenting a spec- 
tacle chaotic to behold. The building itself 
was riddled with holes, possibly from pieces 
of coral thrown up by the explosion when 
the wireless mast was blown down. Even the 
unoffending seismograph, housed on the out- 
skirts of the town, was demolished. 

As there were but three officers ashore, it was 
impossible for the men to use much discrim- 
ination as to what to smash and what not to 
smash. Fortunately one of the Chinese 
greasers ‘ stuck to his guns,’ and when some 
Germans came along to smash up his plant he 
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said, ” This no b’long electric light, this b’long 
makee ice,” and they took his word for it and 
left the shed untouched, also the water con- 
densing plant. 

As regards the cables, of which we have three, 
one each to Perth (Australia), Rodrigues Island, 
and Weltevreden (Java), the Germans started 
on them with a handsaw shortly after they 
landed, but, finding this had little effect, axes 
and files were brought into requisition. Two 
were cut and one was left ; whether they had 
had enough of it or whether from a more 
humanitarian cause I do not know. They 
certainly said, later on, that they did not wish 
to leave us without any means of communi- 
cation with the world outside nor deprive us 
of all means of summoning assistance after 
their departure, and I incline to the opinion 
that they were sincere in their consideration. 

Fortunately the cables that were cut were 
the one to Perth and a short length of spare 
deep-sea type laid out to save the trouble of 
tanking or bmying ashore, and in connection 
with this latter it was amusing to those ‘ in 
the know ’ to watch the Germans hauling in 
yards of slack. Being thinner and easier to 
handle, they chopped this cable in so many 
places that we thought they were taking the 
hits away as SQqyeqirs pf the raid. 
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At the same time others of the landing party 
were searching all the rooms for arms, am- 
munition, electrical books, etc. Every man 
on the staff had a L4clanch4 cell hidden in his 
room, several of which were discovered and 
kicked over the verandah, and a fair pile 
resulted from the accumulation of 12-bores, 
sporting-rifles, revolvers, automatic pistols 
and even air-guns, which were gathered to- 
gether by diese Matrosen, Seesoldaien and their 
Seekadette. 

The whole of our staff treated the episode 
with good-humoured resignation, and we chat- 
ted with the men guarding us in ‘ pidgin 
English,’ bad German and worse Dutch. We 
elicited the information that they had not 
fallen in with the Islander, the chartered 
relief ship that had brought six of us down 
only a week before, and we told them that the 
Kaiser had awarded the Iron Cross to all the 
officers and several of the men. Their reply 
to this was that they’d have to be smothered 
in Iron Crosses to compensate them for what 
they had gone through during their three 
months’ hide and seek at sea. They were 
somewhat downcast at the news that Tsingtau 
had fallen, but one man’s invariable comment 
to the various scraps of news, both good and 
bad, was a nonchalant ** Maskee ! ” 
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They related the incident of the sinking of 
the Russian cruiser Zhemchug and the French 
torpedo-boat Mousquet in Penang — ^the writer 
had only left this port three or four days prior 
to the event. The Russians, according to these 
sailors, must all have been asleep with the 
exception of a solitary officer who was un- 
concernedly pacing the quarter-deck. For the 
French boat, however, their admiration was 
immense ; “ Tapfer ! Tapfer ! ” they repeat- 
edly exclaimed. 

The sentries permitted a ‘ boy ’ to bring us 
water, and later on we managed to get some 
tea and bread and jam, which our captors 
gratefully shared with us. 

A galvanised iron store-house, with some 
odds and ends of cable, which had been blown 
up and subsequently set alight, was still blazing 
merrily when they decided that the work of 
demolition was finished. In fact, two or three 
rappels by the Emden’s syren had been heard 
summoning the boats, and the officers whistled 
up their men, who straggled down to the jetty 
variously encumbered with bundles of old 
message files, a waste-paper basket of old 
slips, guns, books, etc. We accompanied them 
down to the jetty, whence they embarked with 
no show of haste or even orderliness. The 
four maxims were taken aboard, and at about 
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nine-thirty a.m. off they went, to the accom- 
paniment of mutually good-natmed farewells 
and a salvo of kodaks, leaving behind most of 
the firearms they had collected. 

We had been surprised at such an early 
hour that many of us had seen nothing of the 
Emden except the crosspiece of her wireless 
aerial, which showed above the palm-trees on 
the west point of the island. There was 
naturally a rush to the barrier as soon as 
the launch and boats had departed, to see the 
German cruiser as she steamed away. 

Scarcely had the Emden cleared the island 
by some five hundred yards and hoisted the 
German ensign to the truck of both masts 
than another warship was seen tearing up at 
full speed from the N.N.E. The general con- 
jecture was that she must be the Minotaur, 
but later opinion favoured the Newcastle.'^ 
Little time was left for conjecture, however, 
for scarcely was she sighted than she com- 
menced to fire. 

Then followed a spectacle it is given to few 
landsmen to see — a. naval engagement on the 
high seas. 

The Emden promptly returned our fire as 
she continued on her northerly course, but 

^ Light cruiser, 4,800 tons. Turbines 22,000 h.p., speed 20 knots. 
Two 6-in., ten 4-in., and some small q.f., with two submerged tor- 
pedo tubes. Officers and men, 375. 
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being to leeward, the boom of her guns was 
scarcely audible. The range at which they 
opened fire is variously estimated at from three 
to six miles, and after the first few shots a 
cloud of black smoke settled over the British 
boat like a pall, so dense in fact that most of 
us thought she must have been hit and taken 
fire, but the cheering sight of the flash of her 
guns as it darted through the smoke made 
us hope that she was stoking furiously to get 
speed of the Emden. 

Meanwhile the latter was answering broad- 
side for broadside, making a splendid picture 
in her light grey paint, standing out smoke 
free and clear-cut against the blue background 
of the ocean ; spitting viciously like a wild 
cat as our shells fell all around her and sent up 
huge, white-crested columns of water. 

As a spectacle it was magnificent, but from 
where we were it appeared to be darned bad 
shooting on our part, as shot after shot, whole 
broadsides of them, went over or beyond, or 
fell astern of the Emden. 

The Britisher was now so shrouded in smoke 
that except for an occasional spouting as a 
shot fell short or went over, for all we could 
tell each German shell might be finding its 
mark. Later we found the range, and several 
shots seemed to drop right alongside the 
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Emden, sending the water half-way up her 
masts. 

I think most of us were too intensely excited 
to cheer, and vented our joy or chagrin at the 
success or otherwise of each shot in grunts and 
gurgles. Meanwhile the Britisher was getting 
farther and farther away from us, and appeared 
to be heading off the Emden, who continued 
to fire incessantly, first from her forward then 
her after barbettes, whilst we replied with a 
ceaseless cannonade which seemed to have no 
effect, as the Emden, still easily discernible to 
the naked eye, looked as sprightly and as game 
as ever. 

At riiis juncture we onlookers were recalled 
from our point of vantage by one of our old 
friends, a German officer. It appears that the 
party of them had scarcely got half-way out of 
the lagoon when the Emden hauled up her 
anchor and put to sea, leaving them to their 
own resources. The launch and both cutters 
had returned to the jetty and disembarked 
the crews, who had set up their four maxims 
along the path to the settlement. The German 
flag was planted in front of the mess-room, 
and we were for the second time made prisoners 
of war and put under martial law, which in- 
cluded the liberty of kicking our own heels in 
the boat-shed. 
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Four of our number — ^whether by good 
fortune or good scout-craft may never be known 
— managed to evade the Germans who rounded 
us up, and saw quite twenty minutes more of 
the sea-fight, further news of which we could 
not obtain from the German officers and men 
standing on the roof of the mess-room. 

It appears that, shortly after we were re- 
called, one of the EmderCs funnels was seen to 
crumple up, after which she went away ‘ stern 
on,’ but, on manoeuvring round again, a second 
funnel was placed hors de combat, which 
seemed to demonstrate the superiority of our 
shooting or the longer range of our guns ; 
certainly the latter, as she several times tried 
to run in close to avoid being outranged. 

A little later, when she was ‘ bow-on ’ to our 
ship and at right angles to the onlookers ashore, 
a shell was seen to hit the foot of the foremast, 
tear it out and topple it gently overboard. 
The Emden then swung away to port, still 
blazing away merrily, until a shell struck her 
aft, and she commenced to vomit clouds of 
white smoke, amidst which tongues of flame 
shot skyward, and she continued to burn until 
both ships were ‘ hull down ’ and nothing 
but their topmasts were visible amidst the 
smoke. 

Having seen all there was to be seen, the 
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fortunate four returned, and were placed under 
guard with the rest of us. The last of our 
number came along half an hour later ; this 
was our embryo Press correspondent. He 
came along rubbing his eyes, and explained 
that he had fallen asleep on the beach, and 
had awakened to find ten yards away from him 
a party of Germans with a maxim. 

One or two ‘ groups ’ were taken of the 
twenty-nine of us as prisoners of war, with the 
German flag in the background and an officer 
in our midst. Later on, the two other officers 
came down from the roof and told the Super- 
intendent that, in the event of neither ship 
returning before nightfall, they intended taking 
the Ayesha, a schooner owned by Sidney 
Clunies-Ross, to whom the islands belong. 
This plan they promptly started to put into 
execution. 

The first step was to go aboard and arrest the 
master, Mr. Partridge, also Messrs. Edmund and 
Cosmo Clunies-Ross — the latter rather foolishly 
having both left their own island at the same 
time. The natives, seven hundred of them, 
were thereby left without advice or guidance, 
and, at the sound of the explosions on our 
island and the sudden disappearance of our 
wireless mast, they stood not on the order of 
their going, but fled incontinently to South 
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Island in boats, bath-tubs, bailers, or anything 
that came to hand ; we understand that it was 
a scene of indescribable panic. 

To return to our Sehafe, however. The three 
new prisoners being added to the list, the senior 
lieutenant made enquiries about our stock of 
provisions, and, on the Superintendent replying 
that they would last four months, he said he 
deeply regretted to make such an incursion into 
our store, but he would have to take away 
sufficient for two months. At the same time, 
he gave an assurance that he would return 
them from the first port of call. 

This was no ‘ blarney,’ but genuine con- 
sideration for our plight. He later assured 
himself of the correct address of the Company 
at Singapore, and said he would, if possible, 
wire them that he had left us destitute — ^which 
was by no means the case. 

The work of provisioning the schooner and 
bending on her sails then commenced in earnest, 
and we were given permission to disperse — ^this 
was at 2.30 p.m. We learnt that, should the 
British boat return before the German party 
could get away in the schooner, they intended 
to stay ashore and make a fight for it, in which 
event we were given permission to make our- 
selves scarce. 

One of the Germans who had been guarding 
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us all the morning, probably realising that his 
ship was most likely done for, and that there 
was a desperate fight ahead of him, asked if he 
might write a letter to his mother. One of the 
staff took him to his room and supplied him 
with pen and paper — in this was felt one of 
those touches of nature which make the whole 
world kin, be he Teuton or Tasmanian, but a 
touch which is better understood by exiles 
than by more home-sta 5 dng birds. 

On receiving our liberty we fraternised with 
our captors, giving the men beer and more beer, 
also cigarettes and sandwiches, neither did we 
forget ourselves, as we had taken on board 
nothing but a cup of tea and a slice of bread 
and jam apiece during the previous eight hours. 
The men talked freely of their experiences, 
and shortly afterwards those who were not 
helping to provision the schooner were sitting 
on our roof side by side with us and an officer 
discussing the chances of the fight in the most 
friendly manner. We watched the smoke of 
one of the ships on the horizon, which for over 
an hour seemed alternately to approach and 
disappear, as if she were circling round ; but 
neither ship came in sight again that day. 

After providing themselves with half our 
provisions — a very generous half — ^also with 
about one hundred and fifty gallons of water 
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from our condenser tanks, the senior officer 
asked if we could let him have some old clothes 
for the men, such as white ducks and singlets. 
Despite the fact that in Cocos old clothes seem 
to be more valued than new ones, a pile of 
them was soon heaped up on the mess-room 
table, and, whilst Hans was admiring himself 
in the capacious folds of a newly-acquired 
golflng-coat, ‘ Little Willie ’ (of ours) was 
running round the island in a vain endeavour 
to find a German his own size that he might 
share with him some of his wardrobe. Bi- 
champ gave generously of his store, and it is 
sad to relate that what he did not give was 
annexed, possibly by a man who had a turn 
for tailoring — Herr Schneider — and who 
thought that one suit could easily be made into 
two ; or it might have been the sailmaker 
looking for a spinnaker ! 

As the sun was westering, the party drew off 
and made for the boats, whither we accom- 
panied them, and as they pushed off they gave 
us three Hacks ! to which we responded with 
three rousing cheers. 

Shortly after they got aboard, all the men 
were called aft, and the German ensign was 
broken out on the aftermast and saluted with 
three Hacks ! Their launch then took a line 
fipom the vessel’s bow and towed her slowly 
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down the lagoon. As the darkening form of 
the filibustering ship stood out in silhouette 
against the gorgeous colours of the tropical 
sunset, she might have formed the frontispiece 
to one of Robert Louis Stevenson’s books, and 
the last we saw of her was the black smudge 
of her sails as she cleared the entrance West- 
ward Ho ! She could not, however, have made 
far that night, as the breeze was very light 
and her best speed ‘ before the wind ’ is but 
eight knots. With her launch and two cutters 
in tow, it is doubtful if she made more than two. 

We, ashore, turned back to the settlement 
with a sigh of relief that a day so full of excite- 
ment had at last come to an end. 

The absence of lights soon recalled us to our 
helpless plight, and those of us who had no 
special responsibilities had their first square 
meal that day and ‘ turned in ’ for a much- 
needed rest. For some of us dinner was still 
a long way off, as the next thing to do was to 
endeavour to establish communication. One or 
two long-forgotten oil-lamps were unearthed, 
and with the help of these and candles a space 
was cleared of debris round one of the tables, 
whilst a few spare pieces of apparatus were 
dug up in the dark from various caches in 
different parts of the island. 

With the aid of these we got into 
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commuificrtio} with Singapctre, giving a britf 
account of the day’s happenings, and, ^ter tcy- 
iK^to speak with Rodrigues and Perth without 
^luccess, we said good-night to iSin^apore be- 
tween nine and ten p.m. and left the office as 
it was, waist-deep in debris. 

The following morning a more elaborate 
instrument was dug out of its cache and we were 
enabled to speak to Rodrigues, but half-way 
through the operations there were more 
‘ alarums and excursions.’ Another cruiser was 
seen making for the island. The Chinese ser- 
vants, being no devotees of Mars, took to the 
bush, and no doubt thought Cocos no delect- 
able duchy, despite the double pay. The roof 
was quickly manned by the staff with binocu- 
lars, telescopes and cameras. On approaching 
nearer, the cruiser was seen to be flying four 
flags from her yards, which later were dis- 
covered to be three white ensigns and the 
Australian naval flag. 

As she came right up to the entrance of the 
lagoon, with all her guns run out, she looked as 
spick and span as if she had just returned from 
a naval review. She quickly dropped two 
armed cutters, and in the bows of the foremost 
was a sailor with a white flag. As the warship 
swung round we saw by her stern she was the 
Sydney. 







